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OTHELLO, 

THE MOOR OF VENICE. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS 
Duke of Venice, Roderigo, aVenetiaa gentleman. 

Brabantxo, a senator, Montano, Othello's predecessor 

Other Senators, in the government of Cyprus. 

Grati ANO, brother to Brabantio. Clown , servant to Othello. 
IxiDOVico, kinsmaa to Brabantio. 

Othello, a. noble Moor in the Desdemona, daughter to Bis- 

service of the Venetian state, bantio and wife to OtheQa. 
Cassio, his lieutenant Emilia, wife to lago. 

Iaco, Mb andent Bianca, mistress to Cassio. 

Siulor, Messenger, Herald, Of&cers, Gentlemen, MusiciaDS, and 
Attendants, 

SctCHE — T&tfinlaeiin VmUe; dttrtng the rea ofOt^y, aia 
seaport in Cyprus. 



ACT 1. 
Scene I, Venice. A street. 
Enter Kodebiqo and Iago. 
Rod. Tush , never tell me ; I take it much on&uidlf 
That thou, Iago, who haat had my purae 
As if the striDga were thine, shonldst know of this, — 
C . logo. 'Sblood,batyDawiUiiothearme: — 
If ever I did dream of each a matter, 
Abhor me. 

Sod. Thoa tald'et me thou didst hold liim in thy liate. 
logo. Despise me, ifl do not Three great ones of the city, 
1 
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Jn personal stilt to make me ]us Jleutenaiit, 
tMiwi' Oft capp'd to him: — and , by the faith of man, 

I know my price, I'm worth no worse a piaco; — 
^ Bat he, as loving bis own pride and purposes, 
(vWMO Evades them, with a bombast dronmBtance 

Horribly stuffd with epithets of war; 

And, in condnaicm, 

jfntBoita my mediators } finr, "Certes," eayahe, 
"I have alrea^ chose my offioer." 
And what was he? 

vvvbO j( Forsooth, a great arithmetician, 
One Michael Cassio, a Florentine, 
A fellow almost damn'd in a fair wife; 
That never set a squadron in the field. 
Not tlie division of a battle knows 
More than a ^ingter; nnless the bookish theoiic, 
Wherein tbe tog&d conenls can propose 
As masterly hb he: mere prattle, without practice, 
Is all his soldiership. But lie, sir, had th' election: 
And I — of whom his eyes had seen the proof 
At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on other grounds 
Christian and heathen — must ho be-lee'd and calm'd 

MCO^XSiy By debitor and creditor, this counter-caater ; 

T He, in good time, must hie lieutenant be, 

And I — Grod hless the mark! — his Moorship's ancient. 
Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been his hangman. 
Jago. Why, there's no remedy; 'tis the curse of service, 
Preferment goes by letter and affection. 
And not by old gradation, where each second 
Stood heir to the fin*. Now, wr, be judge yonraelf, 
Whether I in any just term am f^Gn'd 
To love the Moor. 

Sod. I would not follow him , then. 

0, idr, content yon; 
J fiolloT Um to serve my turn upon him: 
We camiot all be masters, nor all masters 
Cannot be truly fbllow'd. You shall mark 
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Many a dnteinu and knee-orooking knave , 

That, doting on hiB own obBeqnious bondage , 

Wears ont ms time , much like his master's aas , 

For naught but proveaderj and, when he's old, cashier'd: 

Whip me such honest knaves. Others there are, 

Who, trhnm'd in forms and visages of daty, 

Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves; 

And, throwing bat shows of servioe on ^V^J^^gt^ 

Do well timve ly them, and, when they^pW'ftTEeir coats 

Do themselves homage: these fellows luive some sonl; 

And such a one do I profess myself. 

For, sir, 

It is as sure as you are Roderigo , 

Were I the Moor, I would not be lago: 

In following him, I follow but myseS; 

Heaven is my judge , not I for love and duty, 

Bat seeming so, for my peculiar end: 

For when my outward action doth demonstrate 

The native act and £gure of my heart 

In compliment extern, 'tis not long after 

But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve 

For daws to peck at: I am not what I am. 

Sod. What a fhll fttttune does the thiek-lips owe , 
If he can cany't thnsi 

logo. Call up her father, 

Bouse him: — make after him, poison his delight. 
Proclaim him in the streets; incense her kinsmen: 
And though he in a fertile climate dwell, 
Plague him with £1^; tiioagli that his joy be joy. 
Yet throw such ohangeE of vexation On't, 
Ab it may lose some coloor. 

Rod. Here is her &tlier*B hooBe; FU call aloud. 

logo. Do; with like timorous accent and dire yell 
Afl Tihea, 'by night and negligence, fiie fire 
Is spied in popiUooB cities. 

Rod. What, ho, Brabaatio! SigniorBrabantio, fao! 
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logo. Awake! what, ho, Brabantio! thieves! thieres! 
thieves I 

Loak to your hoose, your daughter, and your bagel 
Thieves! thieves 1 

I Bbasahtio appears above, at a window. 
Bra. What is the reason of this terrible enmmocB? 
What is the matter there? 

Rod. Signior , is all 7011T fiuoily within? 
laffo. Are your doors lock'd? 

Bra. Why, wherefore ask yon this? 

lago. Zounds, sir, you're rohb'd; for Bhame, putonyonr 
gown 5 

Your heart is burst, you have lost half your eonl; 

Even now, now, vei? now, an old black ram 

Is topping year wiilte em. Aiisfi, arise; 

Awake fhe snorting dozens with the bell, 

Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you: 

Ariiie,Iaay. 

Bra. What, have you lost your wits? 

Rod. Most reverend eignior, do you know my voice? 

Bra. Not I : what are you? 

Rud. My name is Boderigo. 

Bra. The worser welcome: 

I've charg'd thee not to haunt about my doors: 
In honest plainneea thou hast heard me say 
5Iy daughter la not for thee; and now, in roadncBa, 
Being full of supper and distempering draughts, 
Upon malidons bravery, dost thou come 
To start my quiet; — 

Sod. Sir, sir, air, — 

Bra. But thou must needs he sure 

ISj spirit and place h.am in tliem power 
To make thla bitter to fliee. 

Rod, Patience, good sir. 

Bra. What telt'stthoa me of robbing? tins is Tenlee; 
My house is not a grange. 



SCENE I.] 



TOE MOOB OF VENIOE. 



5 



Rod. Most grave Brabantio , 

In simple and pure bouI I come to jou. 

lagn. Zounds, sir, you are one of those that will not 
serve God, if the devil bid you. Because we come to do you 
service, and you think we are ruffians, you'll liave your 
daughter covered with a Barbaiy horse; you'll have your 
DephewB Q^gli to yoa; you'll have oooreeis for cousins, and 
gennetfl for germuis. 

Bra. What pro&ne nretcli art thou? 

lago, I am oue, sir, that comes to tell yon your daughter 
and the Moor are now maMng the beaat with two backs. 

Bra. Tbon art a 'nUain. 

I<^o. You are — a senator. 

Bra. This thou shalt answer: I know thee, Bodorigo. 

Rod. Sir, I will answer any thing. But, I b^eedi you, 
If 't be your pleasure and most wise consent, 

As partly I find it is , that your fair daughter , t ■ ft 

At this odd-even and dull watch o' the night, tnoXoi, i^tAi U^ 

Transported , with no worse nor better guard (/ 
But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier, M4fc 
To the gross clasps of a laeeivions Moor, — / 
If this be known to you, and your allowance, 
We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs; 
But , if you know not this , my manners tell me 

We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe wH^tM*'' 

That, from the sense of all civility, / 

I thus would play and trifle with your reverence: 

Vour daughter, — if you have not given her leave, — 

1 say again, hath made a gross revolt; 

Tying her dut^, beauty, wit, and fortunes, 

In an extravagant and wheeling stranger 

Of here and eveiy where. Straight satisfy yourself; 

If she be in her chamber or your house, 

If et loose oa me the juetioe of the state 

For thus deluding yon. , 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, hoi fMtM<^f ( Mi 

Give me a tapeil — call up all my peoplel — 
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Tilis Hcciiknt is uot uuiike my dream: 
Belief of it oppreascs me already. — 

Light, I eayl lightl [Exit ofiooe. 

logo. FareweQ; for I must; leare you: 

It Beema not meet, nor wholeeome to my place, 
To be produc'd — as, if I stay, I shall — 

A^uiust the Moor: for, 1 do know, tlie Btate — 

Ho'.vQ\'er this miiy gall him with some check — 

Cannot with safetj' cast him; for he's embark'd 

With Buoh loud reason to the Cyprus wars. 

Which even now stand in act, tiiat, for their sonlfl. 

Another of hia fathom they have none 

To lead their businesB: in which regard, 

Though I do hate him aB I do hell-paius, 

Yet, for necessity of present life, 

I must ahow out a flag and sign of lore , 

Which is indeed bnt sign. That yon shall snzely find him, 

Lead to the Sagittajry tiie raised eeairch; 

And ihere will X be with him. So, fiirerreU. [Skit. 

Snter^ ieloto, BBUinxio , and Servants witk iorehea. 

Bra, It is too true an evil: gone she is; 
And wliat's to come of my despised time 
Is naught but bitterness. — Now, Koderigo, 
Where didst thou see her? — O unhappy girll — 
With the Moor, say'st thou? — Who would be a father! — 
How didst thou know 'twaa she? — 0, she deceives me 
Past thought! — What said she to yoa? — Get mote tapers ; 
Saise all my kindred. — Are they mairied, thinlr yoa? 

Rod. Truly, I think they are. 

Bra. 0 heaven! — How got she out! — 0 treason of tlie 

blood ! — 

Fathers, from hence trust not your daughters' minds 
By what you see them act. — Is there not charms 
By which the property ofyoafh and maidhood 
May be abus'd? i&ve yoa not read, Bodetjgo, 
Of Bome audi thing? 
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Rod. Yes, sir, I have indeed. 

Bra. Call up my brother. — 0, would you had had her! — 
Some one way, some another. — Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor? 

Rod. I think I can discover him, if you please 
To get good guard , and go along with me. 

Bra. Pray you, lead on. At every hooae I'll call j 
1 may command at most. — Qet weapons , ho I 
And raise some special officers of night. — 
On, good Uodengo; — I'U deserve your pains. [Bxemt. 

Scan II. He tame. Another ttrea. 

Enter Othbllo, Iaoo, and Attendants wftfi torches. 

logo. Though in the trade of war I have slain men , 
Yot do i hold it very stuff o' the conscience 
To do no ciSntriv'd murder: I lack imqnity 
Sometitses to do me eerrioe: nine or ten times 
jiT 1 had thoo^ f hare yerte'd him here nnder the ribs. 

Otk. 'Tis better as it is. 

logo. Nay, but he prated , 

And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms 
Against your honour, 
That, with the little godliness I have, 
I did fall hard forbear him. Bat, I pray yon, sir, 
Are you fitst married? Be assnr'd <rf tiUs, 
That the magnifieo is much belov'd ; 
And hath, in his effect, a voice potential 
As double as the duke's; he will divorce you; 
Or put upon you what restiaiut and grievance 
The law — with all his might t' enforce it on — 
Will give him cable. 

OlA. Let him do his spite : 

My services which I have done the signiory 
Shall out-tongue his complaints. 'Tis yet to know, — 
Which, when I know tiat boasting is an honour, 
J. shall promulgate, ~ I fetch my life and being 



8 OTHELLO, [*0r I. 

From men of royal siege ; and my demerits 
J^twXc speak, imbonneted, to as proud a fortune 

As this that I have reach'd: for know, lago. 
But th^ I lore tiie gentle Deadflmona , 
I would not m7 nnluniBH &ee condition 
Put into circomsciiption and confine 
For tiie aea'a worth. But, lookl what lights come yond? 

logo. Those are the raised father and hie firienda: 
Yon were beet go in. 

Oih. Not I; I must be found: 

A(y parts, my title, and my perfect soul 
ShaU manifest me rigMy. Is it they? 

logo. By Janns, I think no. 

Enter Casbio, and certain OlScera with torehm. 

0th. The serrants of the duke, and my lieutenant. — 
The goodness of the night upon you, Mends] 
What is the news? 

Caa. The dnke doee greet yon, general; 

'cXiht{t*ui.-XnA he requires your haste-post-haste appearance 
Even oa the inat-ant. 

Otk. What m the matter, think yon? 

Cos. Something fiom Cyprus, as I may divine: 
It is a business of some heat: the galleys 
Have sent a dozen sequent meesengers 
This very night at one another's heels; 
And many of the consuls, rais'd and met, 
Are at the duke's already: yon have been hotly call'd for; 
When, being not at your lodging to be found, 
The senate sent about three sereral qaests 
To search you out. 

Olh. 'Tie well I am fbnnd by you. 

I will bnt apend a word here in the house , 
And go wi& you. 

Cog. Ancient , what makes he here ? 

logo, Futh, he to-night hath boarded a land earack: 
.If it prove lawfnl pnze, he's made for ever. 
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Cos. I do not andentaod. 

logo. He'a married. 

Cat. To who? 

iI«'MiIer OTaBUo. 
logo. tSaaj^ia — Come, captein, will you go? 
0&. Have with 7011. 

Caa. Here comes another troop to seek for yon. 
Ii^o. ItisBrabantio: — genial, be adns'd; « 
He comes to bad intent 

Enter BuBisrm, BoDSsnw, and OfGcera wUh toTt^a and 

0th. HoUa! stand there! 

Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 

Bra. Down with him, tliiefl 

[TheT/ draw on both sides, 
lago. You, Boderigo! come, sir, I am for you. 
0th. Keep up yont bright swords , for the dew will rust 

Glood signior, 70a shall more command with years 
Than with your weapons. 

Bra. 0 thou foul thief^ where haat thou stow'd my 
daughter? 

Damn'd as thoa art, thou hast enchanted herf 
For I'll refer me to all things of sense , 
If she iu chains of magic were not bound, 
Whether a maid so tender, fair, and happy, 
So oppodte to marriage that she shunn'd 
The wealthy curled darlings of our nation, 
Would ever have , t' incur a general mock , 
Ron from her guardage b3 the sooty bosom 
Of aoch a thing as thou, — to fear, not to delight. 
Judge me the world, if 'tis not grosa in sense 
That thoa hast practis'd on her with foul charms; 
Abos'd her delicate youth with drugs or minerals 
That wealcen motion: — I'll have t disputed on; 
'Tis probable, and palpable to thinking. 
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1 therefore apprehend and do attach thee 
For anabOBer of the world, a practiser 
Of arts inUbited and out of warrant. — 
Lay hold iipoii faim : if he do resist , 
Stibdaa him atUs periL 

Olft. Hold your hands, 

Both yoa of my inclining, ajid the rest: 
/t^tAh^ Were it my cue to fight, I should have known it 
Without a prompter. — Where will yon that I go 
To answer this your charge? 

Bra. To prison; till fit time 

Of law, and oouTse of direct eearion, 
Gall thee to answer. 

0th. Whatifldoohey? 
How may the duke be therewith satisfied, 
^Vh08e meaaengerfl are here about my side, 
Upon some present business of the state 
To bring me to him? 

Mrst Off. 'Tia txae, moat wort% signior; 

The duke's in council, and your noble self, 
I'm sure, is sent for. 

Bra. Howl the duke in coundll 

In this time of the night! — Bring him away; 
Mine's not an idle cause: the duke himself, 
Or any of my brothers of the state , 
Cannot but feel this wrong as 'twere their own; 
For if such actions may have passage free, 
Bond-slaTes and pagans shall our statesmen be. [ExeuKt. 

Scam IH. Tie same, A counal-iAamber. 
The Duke and Senators sitting al a table; Officers atten^ng. 

Duke. There is qo composition in these news 
That gives them credit. 

jFlrst Sen. Indeed, they're disproptMrtion'd; 

My letters say a hundred and Beven galleys. 
Duke. And mine , a hundred and tortj. 
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Sec. Sen. . And mine, two bundled: 

But though tbej jump not on a just account, — 
Ab in these casee, where the aim reports, 
'Tis oft with difi'erence, — yet do thpy all confirm 
A Turldsh fleet, and beariDg up to Cypms. 

Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judgment: 
I do not flo eecure me in the error, 
But the main article I do approve 
In fearful sense. 

Sailor, [within] What, ho! what, ho! what, ho! 

First Off'. A meaaenger &om the galleys, 

SkiOr a Siulor. 

Duke. Now, — what's the bndnesB? 

The Turkish preparation uiakeB for Bhodesj 
^^0 Wits I bid report heie to the state 
By Signior Angelo. 

Ihike. How say you by this change? 

First Sm. This cannot be, 

By no assay of reason : 'tis a pageant , 
To iceep us in false gaze. When we consider 
Th' importancy of C^rus to the Turk; 
And let ourselves again but understand. 
That as it more concerns the Turk than Bhodes, 
So may be with more &(ule question bear it, 

For timt it stands not in sncb warlike brace , eMiA^i/ 
But altogether laeks th' abilities 

That Rhodes is dress'd in: — if we make thought of this, 

We must not think the Turk ie so unskiliiil 

To leave that latest which concerns him first, 

Neglecting an attempt of ease and gain , , 

To wake and wage a danger profit!^ irMtfiMou 

Duke. Nay, id all confidence , he's not for Bhodes. 

First Off. Here is more news. 

Enter a MeBsenger. 
Men. The Ottomites, rereresd and graoIooB, 
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Stoering with due course toward the iale of Bhodes, 
Have there injointed them with an after fleet. 

First Sen. Ay, so I thought. — How many, as you guees? 

Afejs. Of thh^ sail: and now th^ do ie-st«m 
Their backward course , hearing with haak appeaiance 
Their purposes toward Cyprus. — Signlor Montano, 
Your tniBty and moat vaUant servitor, 
With his free duty recommends you thus, 
And praya you to believe him. 

JJuke. 'Tis certain, then, for Cyprus. — 
Mareufl Luccicos, is not he in town? 

First Sen. He's now in Florence. 

Duke. Write from us to him; post^post-haste dispatch. 

First Sen. Here comes Brabantio and the valiant Moor. 

Enter Bsabahtio, Otbbllo, Iiao, Eobewoo, and Officers. 

Duke. Valiant Othello, we must straight employ you 
Against the general enemy Ottoman, — 
[To Brabantio] I did not see you; welcome, gentle signior; 
We lack'd your counsel and your help to-night. 

Sro, SodidlyouTH. Good yonr grace, pardon me; 
Koither place , nor aught I heard of business , 
Hath nia'd me from my bed; nor doth the general care 
Takfl hold on me; for my particular grief 
Is of BO flood-gate and o'erbearing nature 
That it engluts and swallows other sorrows, 
And it is still itself. 

Duke. Why, what's the matter? 

Bra. My dang^Uer! 0, my daughtert 

DukeandSm. Dead? 

Bra. Ay, tome j 

She is abus'd, stol'n from me, and corrupted 
By spells aud medicines bought of mountebanksj 
I'or nature bo prepostoroufily to err, 
Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense, 
Sans witchcraft could not. 

DtJee. Whoe'et he be that, in this foul proceeding, 
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Hath thua beguil'il your daughter of herself, 
And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You shall yourself read in the bitter letter 
After your own sense; yea, though our proper son 
Stood in your action. 

Bra. Humbly I thank your grace. 

Here is the roaa, this Moor; whom now, it seems, 
Your apei^ mandate , for flie state-afE^i^ , 
Hath Uliier laought. 

Dvke and Sen. WeVe very sony fiir't. 

Zhike. [to O&eUo] What, in your own part, can yon say 
tofliia? 

Bra. Nothing, but this is so. 

Olh. Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors, 
My very noble and approv'd good maatera, — 
That I hare ta'en away this old man's daughter, 
It is most true; true, I have maxried her; 
The very head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my speech, 
And little bless'd with the soft phrase of peace; 
For since these arms of mine had seven years' pitfa , 
Till now some nine moons wasted , they have us'd 
Their dearest action in the tented field; 
And little of this great world can I sp eak , 
More than pertains to feats of broil and battle; 
And therefore litfli? ahall 1 grace my cause 
Ja apeakiag for mysolf. Yet, hy your graciooB patience, 
I will a round unvamish'd tale deliver 
Of my whole course of love; what drugs, what charms, 
What coiijaration, and wliat mighty' magjo, — 
For such proceeding I am charg'd with^, — 
I won his daughter. 

Bra. A maiden never bold ; 

Of spirit BO still and quiet, that her motion 
Blnsh'd at herself; and she — in spite of nature, 
Of years, of countiy, credit, every thing — 
To fall in lore with what she fbar'd to loi^ onl 
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It ia a judgment niidm'd and most imperfect, 
That will eonfbBB penfectum bo could err 
Against all rules of nature; and must be driven 

To find out practices of cunning hell, 
"Why this should be. 1 thorofbre vouch again, 
That with some mixtures powerful o'er the blood, 
Or with some dram conjur'd to this effect, 
He 'wrought apon her. 



Without more wider and more overt test 
Than diese thin habits and poor likelihoods 
Of modem seeming do prefer against him. 

First Sen. But , Olliello , apeak : 
Did you by indirpet and forced courses 
Subdue and poison this young maid's affectiona? 
()r came it by request, and such fair question 
As soul to Boul atibrdethV 

0th. I do beseech you, 

Send for the lady to the Sagittary, 
And Jet her speak of me before her father: 
If yon do find me fonl in her report, 
The trust, the office, I do hold of jou, 
Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even f^ upon my life. 

Duke. Fetch Desdemona hither. 

Oth. Ancient, conduct thura, yon beat know &e place. — 



And, till she come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood, 
So justly to yonr grave eara I'll present 
How I did thrive in this fair lady'a love, 
And she in mine. 

Ihike. Say it, Othello. 

Olh. Her father lov'd me; oft invited me; 
Sdll question'd me the story of my life , 
From year to year, — the battles, sieges, fortunes, 
That I have pass'd. 




To vouch this , is oo proof, 



[Exeunt logo and Attendants. 
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f ran it tlirougli, even from my bojieli daya 
To the very momeat that he bade me tell it: 
Wherein 1 epake of most disastrous chances , 
Of moving accidents by flood and field; 

Of hair-breadth scapes i' th' imminent deadly breach; • A-vt^jut**^ 

Of being taken by the insolent foe, ' 

And sold to slavery; of my redemption thence, 

And portance in my travels' history: 

Wherein of antres vast and deserts idle, 

Uough qnarries, rocks, and hills whose heads touch hearen, 

It was my hint to spe^, — such was the process; iii4M««?«< 

And of the Cannibals that each other eat , 

The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 

Do grow beneath tiieir shoulders. This to hear 

WoMd Desdemona serionsly incline : 

Bat criall the hoose-afiiairs would draw her thence ; 

Which ever as she coizld with haste dispatch , y , ^ 

She'd come again, and with a greedy ear a^'vio 

Devour up my diacourse: — which 1 observing, ■ I f 

Took once a pliajit hour; and found good means «^t(*«rf*( 

To draw irom her a prayer of earnest heart / (' 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate , 

Whereof by parcels she had some'^biiig beard, 

But not intentively: I did consent; ^ 

And often did beguile her of her tears , ^ikMoaJ 

When I did speak of some distressful stroke I' 

That my youth suffer'd My story being done. 

She gave me for my pains a world of sighs: 

She swore, — in faith, 'twas strauge, 'twas passing strange 

'Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful: 

She wish'd she had not heard it; yet she wish'd 

That heaven had made her sucli a man: she thank'd me; 

And bade me, if I had a friend that lov'd her, 

1 should but teach him how to tell my story, 

And that would woo her. Upon this hint I spake: ctt^vu) 
She lOT'd me for the dangers I had pass'd; , : 

And I lov'd her that she did pity them. 
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.1 G OTBEUIiO, [act I. 

TMb oalj U the iritclieraft I hare ns'd: — 
Here comes the lad^; let her vitness tt. 

Enter Dbsdemona with Iaoo and AttendantB. 

Duhe. I think this tale would win my daughter too. — 
Good Brabantio, 
{wMii<tto. Take up this mangled matter at the beat: 
j I Men do their broken weapons rather use 

Than their bare hands. 

Bra. I pray yoa, hear her speak; 

If she confess that she was half the wooer, 
Destruction on my head , if my bad blame 
Light on the man! — Gome hither, gentle mistreBB: 
Do you perceive in all this noble company 
Where most you owe obedience? 

Des. My noble fa^ier, 

I do perceive here a divided duty; 
To yoa I'm foonnd for life and education; 
My life and education both do learn me 
How to respect you ; you're the lord of duty, — 
I'm hitherto yonr daughter: but here's my hosband; 
A Ti ll BO much duty as my mother show'd 
To you, prefen-ing you before her father, 
So much I challenge that I may profess 
Due to the Moor ray lord. 

Bra. God b' wi' yoa! — I have done. — 

Please it your grace, on to liie state-afiairs: 
I had rather to adopt a child than get it. — 
Come hither, Moor: 

J here do give thee that with all my heart 
Which, but thou hast already, with all my heart 
1 would keep from thee. — For your sake, jewels 
I'm glad at soul I have no other child; 
For thy escape would teach me tyranny, 
m^MfU- To hang doge on (bem. — I have done, my lord. 

IhtJce. Let me speak like yourself; and lay a eentenee, 
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Which, as a grise or atcp, may help these lovers 
Into your favour. 

When remedies are past, the griefs are ended 
By seeing the worst, which late on hopes depended. 
To mourn a mischief that is past and gone 
Is the nest way to draw new mischief on. 
What cannot he preserv'd when fortune takes. 
Patience her injury a mockery makes. 
The rohb'd that smiles steals something from the thief; 
He robs himself that spends a bootless grief. i 

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile; 
We lose it not , so long as we can smile. 
He bears the sentence well that notliiug bears 
But the free comfort which from thence be hears; 
Bntbe bears both the sentence and the sorrow 
That to pay grief must of poor patience borrow. 
These sentences, to sugar, or to gall, 
Being strong on both sides, are equivocal: 
Bnt words are words ; I never yet did hear 
That the bi-uis'd heart was piercfed through the ear. — 
I humbly beseech you, proceed to the afihire of state. 

Duke. The Turk with a most mighfy prepftratitm makes 
fbr Cyprus: — Othello, the fortitude of ibe placa is teet 
known to you ; and though we have there a sobstitiite of most 
allowed sufficiency, yet opinion, a sover^ga mistress of 
effects, throws a more safer voice on you : you most therefore 
%, be content to slubber the gloss of your new fortunes with &ia 
more stubborn and boisterous expedition. 

OA. The tyrant custom, most grave senators, 
Hath made the flinty and steel oonw of war eb/ 4tAC* 

My thrice-driven bed of down: Idoagnize VoiWM''" 
A natural and prompt alacrity 
I find in hardness; and do undertake 
This present war against the Ottomites. 
Most humbly, therefore , bending to your state , 
I crave fit dli^sitioa for my wife; 
Due refbtence of plaee and exhibition; 
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WiQi BBch aceommodatlon and besort 
As levek with her breeding. 

Dtiie. If you please, 

Be 't at her father's. 

Bra. I'll not have it so. 

Oih. Nor I. 

Des. Nor I; I would not there reside, 

To put my father in impatient thoughts 
By being in liis eye. Most gracious duko , 
To my unfolding lead your prosperous ear; 
And let me find a charter in your voice, 
T' assiat my simplenesa. 

Duke. What would you, Deademona? 

Des. That 1 did love the AIooi to live with him, 
My downright violence and Btonn of fbrtnnes 
May tnunpet to the world: my heart'B snbdu'd 
Even to the very quality of my lord: 
I aaw Othello's vieage in his miud; 
And to his honours and hia valiant parts 
Pid I my soul and fortunes consecrate. 
So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 
A moth of peace , and he go to the war , 
The rites for which I love him are bereft me, 
And I a heavy interim shall support 
JJy his dear absence. Let me go with him. 

0th. Your voices, lords: beseech you, let her will 
Have a free way. 

Vouch with me, heaven, I therefore beg it not, 

To please the palate of my appetite; 

Nor to comply with heat — the young afFect« 

In me de^ct — and proper satisfacdou; 

Bat to be fi«e and bounteous to her mind: 

And heaven defend your good souls, that you think 

I will yooT seriona and great business acant 

Pot she is with me : no , when ligbt-wing'd toys 

Of featfaer'd Cupid seel with wanton dullness 

My specolatiiTe and ofBc'd instruments, 
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That my disports comipl; and taint my bualnesB, 

Let Lotmewives make a skillet of my helm, CAAiVi*^ 
And all indign and base adversities 
Make liead agunst my estimation ! 

Duke. Be it as yoa shall privately determme , 
Either £n her stay or going: th'afibir cries haste, 
And speed most answer it. 

First Sen. You must away to-night. 

Oih. With aU my heart 

Duke. At niae i' the morning here we'll meet again. — 
Othello, leave some officer faeMnd, 
And he shall our commiseion bring to you; 
With such things else of qualify and respect 
As doth import you. 

0th. So please your grace, my ancient; 

A man he is of lionesty ;tnd trust; 
To Ilia conveyance 1 assign my wife, 
With what else neediiil your good grace shall think 
To be sent after me. 

Duie, Let it be so. — 

Good night to every one. — [To Brab.] And, noble signior. 
If virtue no delighted beauty lack, 
Your Boa-in-law ia far more fair than black. 

First Sen. Adieu, brave Moor; use Desdeniona well. 

Bra. Look to her , Moor , if thou hast eyes to see : 
She has deceiv'd her father, and may thee. 

[Exeunt Duke, Senators, Officert, 

OA. My life upon her faith! — Honest lago, 
My Deademona must I leave to thee; 
1 prithee, let thy wife attend on her; 
And bring them after in the best advantage. — 
Come, Besdemona; I have but an hour 
Of lore, of worldly matters and direction, 
To spend witli thee: we must ob^ &e time. 

[E^xmt OtJiello and Detdmona. 

Rod. fego,— 

le^o. Wb&t say'st thoa, noble heart? ' 

2» I 
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Rod. What wiU I do, thinkest thou? 

Jo^o. Why, go to hed, and sleep. 

Rod. I will incontinently drown myaelf. 

logo. If thou dost, I shall never love thee after. Why, 
thou Billy gentlemiiu! 

Rod. It is aiilinesa to live when to live is torment; and 
then have we a prescription to die when death is our phy- 
sician. 

logo. 0 viUanouB 1 I have looked upon the world for four 
times seven years; and since I could distinguish betwixt a 
benefit and an injniy , X never found man that knew how to 
love himself. Ere I would say, I would drown myself for tiie 
love of a guinearhen, I would change my hamaoity- with a 
baboon. 

Rod. What should I do? I confess it is my shame to be 
. so fond ; but it is not in my virtue to amend it. 
^C^TtMA/ logo. Virtnel a fig! 'tis in ourselves that we are thus or 
J thus. Our bodies are gardens; to the which our wills are 

gardeners: so that if- we will plant nettles, or sow lettuce; 
set hyssop, and weed-np ^yme; supply it with one gender 
of herbs, or distract it with many; eittier to have it stetil 
with idleness, or manured with industry ; why, the power and 
corrigible authority of this lies in our wills. If the balance of 
our lives had not one scale of reason to poise another of sen* 
Buality, the blood and baseness of our natures would conduct 
us to most, preposterous eonctaMons: but ve hare reason to 
.r, cool our raging motions, our carnal stings, our nnldtted lusts; 
!t*«vC*ftw whereof I take this that you call love to be a eeet or sdon. 
Rod. It cannot be. 

logo. It is merely a lust of the blood and a permission 
of the will. Come, be a man; drown thyself! drown cats and 
blind puppies. I have professed me thy Mend, and I confess 
,ru^tf*,viJ^(jne knit to thy deserving with cables of pei'durable toughneBB;U4>i1 

tm^.tJ could never better stead thee than now. Put money in thy 
[ purse; follow thou the wars; defeatthy favour with an usurped 

beard; I say, pid money in thy purse. It cannot be that 
1 JJesdemona should long eoaSiaaa her love to the Moor, — put 
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money in thy purse, — nor lie hie to her; it was a violent 
commencement, and thou sLalt see an answerable sequestra- 
tionj — put bnt money in thy purse. — These Moors are 
changeable in their irillB: — filltiiy parse with money: — the 
fbod Uiat to him nov is as Ias<uoiia as locuBta shall be to him 
shortly as bitter as coloqnintida. She must change for youth: 
when she is sated with his body, she will find the error of her 
choice : she muat have change, she muat: therefore put money 
in thy purse. — If thou wilt needs damn thyself, do it a more 
delicate way than drowning. Make all the money thou canst: 
if BanctJmony and a frail yow betwixt an erring barbarian and 
a flopersnbtle Venetian be not too hard for my wits and all 
the tribe of hell, thoushalt enjoy her; therefore make money. 
A pox of drowning thyself! it is clean out of the way : seek 
thou rather to be hanged in compassing thy joy than to bd 
drowned and go without her. 

Rod. Wilt thou be fast to my hopes, if I depend on the 
isene? 

Jaffa. Than art sure of me: — go, make money: — I hare 
told thee often, and I re-tell thee again and ag^ , I hate the 
Moor: my cause is hearted; thino hath no less reason. Let 
us be conjunctive in our revenge agiuustliim: if tlinu canst 
cuckold him, thou dost thyself a pleasure, me a sport. There 
are many events in the womb of time, which will be delivered. 
Traverse; go; provide thy money. We will have more of this 
to-nwrrow. Adieu. 

itod. Where shall we meet i' the monung? 

laffo. At my lodging. 

Rud. I'll be with thee betimes. 

lajjo. Go to; farewell. Do you hear, fioderigo? 

Rod. What say you? 

logo. No more of drowning, do yon hear? 

Rod. I am changed: I'll go sell all my land. [Ebsit. 

logo. Thus do I ever make my fool my purse ; 
For I mine own gain'd knowledge sliould profane , 
If I would time ei^end with such a snipe , 
Bat for my sport and profit I hate the Mom\ 
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And it is thought abroad, that 'twlxt my eheetB 

'Has done my office: I know not if't be true; 

But I, for mere auapicion in that kind, 

Will do as if for surely. He holds me well ; 

The better shall my purpose work on him. 

Cassio's a proper man: let me see now; 

To get his place, and to plume up my will 

In double faiaveiy — How, how? — Let's see: — 

After some time, t' abuse Othello's ear 

That he is too fitmiliar with his wife: — 

He hath a person, and a smooth dispose , 

To be suspected; &am'd to make women false. 

The Moor is of a free and open nature, 

That thinks men honest that but seem to be so; 

And will as tenderly be led by the nose 

As asses are. 

1 have 't; — it is engender'd: — bell and night 

Must bring tiiis monstrous birth to tbb world's light. [SisiL 



ACT II. 

ScBNB I, A seaport totm in Cyprus. A platform. 
Enter Montano and two Gentlemen. 
Man. What from the cape can you discern at sea? 
firstQenU Nothicgat aU: it is ahlgh-wiought flood; 
O/yv^ I cannot twizt the heaven and the m^ 
Descry a sail. 

Mon. Methinks the wind hath spoke aloud at land; 
A foller blast ne'er shook our battlements: 
. If it hath mffian'd so upon the sea, 

What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them. 
Can hold the mortise? What shall we hear of fids? 
!riM^«?->«- Sec. Oent. A segregation of the Turkish fleet: 
/ For do butgtendupD<]^tbe foaming shcae, . % 

vitM^iM/i^io' chidi^loUSfrB^nia to pelt the clouds; -Uu^^axi.^ 71^ 
i^nn/oCa^ The wind-shak'd surge, with hig^ and monstrous mane, t^*4t*M«b 
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Seems to cast water on the bunung bear, 

qaench the guards of th' ever-fizSd pole; 
I never did like moleBtadon view 
On the enehafM flood. 

Man. If that tita Tnrkidt fleet 

Be not enahelter'd and embsj'd, they're drown'd; 
It u imposaible they bear it out. 

Enter a Hard Gentleman. 

IKrd Gent JHewa, lads! our waxa are done. 
The desperate tentpest hath so bang'd the Tarke , 
That thoii designmeiit halts: a noble ship of Venice 
Hath seen a grievons wreck and BnfEersQce 
On most part of their fleet. 

Mon. Howl is this true? 

TTiird Gent. The ship is here put in 

AYeroneea; Michael Gssaio, 
lieutenant to the wadike Moor Othello, 
Ja come on shore: the Moor himself at sea, 
And is in foil comnuBsion here for Cyprus. 

Mon. Vxa glad on't; 'tis a worthy governor. 

Third Gent. But this same Cassio , — though he speak of 
comfort 

Tonching the Turkish loss, yet he looks sadly, 
And prays the Moor be safe ; for they were parted 
With foul and violent tempest. 

Mm. Pray heavens he be; 

For I have serv'd him, and the man commands 
Like a full soldier. Let's to the seaside , ho ! 
As wen to see the vesael that's come in 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello , 
Even till we make the main and fh' aerial blue 
An indistinct regard. 

TTtird Gent. Come, let's do so; 
For evray minute is orpectancy 
Of more arrivance. 

I 
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Ritsr Cassio. 

Cas. Thanks you , tho valiant of this warlike isle, 
That so approve the Moor! 0, let the heavens 
&ive him defence against the elements, 
For I have lost him on a dangerous sea! 

3Ion. la he weU shipp'd? 
lAffflujffix. Cas. His bark is stoutly timbei'd , and Ms pilot 
Of very iSspert and approv'd allowance; 
Therefore my hopes, aot surfeited to death, 
Stand in bold cure. 

[Wilkin] A sail, a s^, a eaill 

Enier a fom-& Gentleman. 
Cas. What noise? 

Fburth Oeia, The town is empty; on the brow o' the sea 
Stand laakB of people, and they cry "A saill" 
Ctu. My hopes do shape him for the gorentor. 

[Oma mi&m. 

Sea. Oenl. They do discharge their shot of conrtesy: 
Onr Mends at least. 

Cm. I pray you , air , go forth , 

And give us tmth who 'tia that ia arriv'd. 

Sec. Gent. I shall. [Bat. 

Mon. But, good lieutenant, ia your general wiv'd? 

Ca.1. Moat fortunately : he hath achiev'd a maid 
That paragons description and vrild fame; 
T-tLC/ ^^^^ excels the quirks of blazoning pens , 

And IB th' essential vesture of creation 
ni^nAf Does tire the ingener. 

Re-enter second Gentleman. 

How now! who has put in? 
Sec. Gent. 'Tis one lago, ancient to the general. 
Cas. 'Has had most favourable and happy speed : 
Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling winds, 
,AMAt3il The gattBr'd rooks , BJid congregated sands, — , 
t;wM<ittAC Traitors ensteep'd l!3'BfijgTra'guiltlesB keel, — tA>*"' 
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As having Bense of beanty, do omit 
Their moitai uaturea, letting go safely by 
The diviEe DesdemoDa. 

Man. Whatisehe'? 

Cos. She that I spake of, our great captain's CBptain, 
Left in the conduct of tiie bold Iitgo; 
Whose footing here anticipatCB our thoughts 
A se'nnight'e speed. — Great Jove, OtheUo guard, 
And swell his sail with thine own poweriiil breatb, 
That he may bless this bay with lUa tall ship, 
Make lore's quick pants in Desdemoaa's aims, 
Grxve renew'd fire to our ezfiacted spirits, 
And bring all Cyprus comfwtt — 0, behold, 

BhUer Dbsdbhova, Eiulu, Iaso, Bonnsmo, and Attendants. 
The riches of the ship is come on shore I 
Ye men of Qypms, let her hare your knees. — 
Hail to ihee , lady 1 and the grace of heaven , 
Befine , behind ttice , and on every hand , 
Enwheel thee round t 

Des, I thank you, valiant Cassio. 

What tidings can yon tell me of nay lordV 

Cos. He is not yet axrlv'd : nor know J aught 
But that he's well, and will be shortly here. 

J)e». 0, but I fear — How lost yoa company ? 

Cos. The great contention of tiie sea and skies 
Parted our fellowship: — but, hark! a sul. 

[WHhiii] A sul, a Bull [Guns within 

Sec Gail. They j^ve their greeting to tiie utadel; 
This Ukewise is a &i«id. 

Cat, See fbr the news. — 

[Eicit Gentleman. 

Good ancient, you are welcome; — [To SniVia] welcome, 
mistress : — 

Let it not gall year patience , good lago , i 

'i'bat 1 extend my manners; 'tis my breeding 

That g^ves me this bold show of courtesy. [Kinmg her. 



Digilizefl Dy Google 



2G 



OTHELLO, 



[act n. 



lago. Sir, would she give 7011 bo muofaof bei lipa 
As of her tongue she oft bestows on me , 
You'd hare enough. 

Des. Aloa, she has no speeidL 

logo. In faith, too much; 
I find it still, when I have list to sleep: 
Marry, before your ladyship, I grant, 
She pats her tongue a little in her heart, 
And chides with thinking. 

Emil. You have little cause to say so. 

logo. Come on, come on; you're pictures out of doors, 
liells in your parlours , wild-cats in your kitchens , 
Saints in your injui'ies , devils being offended , 
Players in your housewifely, and housewives in your beds. 

Des. O, £e upon thee, slanderer! 

lago. Nay, it is true , or else 1 am a Turk: 
You rise to play, and go to bed to work. 

BmU. You shall not write mj praise. 

lago. No, let me not 

Das. What wonldst thon write of me, ^ thoa shouldat 
praise me? 

logo. 0 gentle lady, do not pot me to 't; 
For I am nothing, if not criticaL 

Come on, assay. — There's one gone to the harbonx? 

logo. Ay, madam. 

Des. 1 am not merry; but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by seeming otherwise. — 
Come, how wonldst thoa praise me? 1 

logo. lamaboutit; bat|Jndeed, ntyiarention 
i«cA, Comes £rom my pate as bira^B does from frise, — 
It plucks out brains and all; but my Muse labours. 
And thus she is delSver'd. 
If she be fair and wise , — fairoesa and wit, 
The one's for use, tbe other useth it. 

Z)es. Well prais'dl How if she he black and wit^? 

J<^. If she be black, and thereto have a wit. 
Shell find a white that shall her blackness fit. 



Digilized by CoOgle 



BCEHE I.] 



THR MOOR OF VENIOE. 



27 



Des. Worse and worse. 
! Emil. How if fair and foolieli'i' 

lago. She never yet was foolish that waa lair; 

For erea her folly help'd her to an hehr, 

Dea, l^eae are old fond paxadoxeE to make fools laugh i' 

the alehouse. What nuserable praise hsst &011 for her that's 

foul and foolish? 

lago. There's none bo foul , and foolish thereunto , 

But docs fool pranks which fair and wise ones do. ^1 
Da. 0 heavy ignorance! — thou praisest the worst beat, / / 

But what prtdse couldst tiiou bestow on a deservuig woman 

indeed, — one that, in the anthoiity of her merit, £d Justly .1 
lUHiixtiXU^ut on the vouch of very malice itself? Afuiv^ 
I logo. She Hiat was ever fair, nnd never proud; " 

Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud; 

Never lack'd gold, and yet went never gay; ,/ 

Fled from her wish, and yet said "Now I may;" 

She fliat, being an^^d, her revenge being nigh, ' 

Bade her wnmg stay, and lier diqAeasiixe fly; 

She that in wisdom never was so frail 

To change the cod's head for the sahnon's tail; 

She that could think, and ne'er disclose her mind; 

See suitors following, and not look behind; 
1 She was a wight, if ever such wight were, — iai^*'* 

' lies. To do what? 

fJ^A/fMU., Ingo. To suckle fools and chronicle small beer. in, 
Des. 0 most lame and impotent conclusion! — Do not ' 
leara of him, Emilia, though he be thy hnsband. — How 
say you, Cassio? is he not a most profane and liberal coun- 
sellor? 

Caa. He speaks home, madam: you may relish liim more 
in the soldier than in the scholar. 

Icyo. [aade\ He takes her by the paim: ay, well said, 
whisper: with as Uttle a web as this will I ensnare as great 
a 3j as Casdo. Ay, smile upon her, do; I will gyve thee in 
thine own courtship. Yon say true; tis so, indeed: if such 
tricks as these strip you out of your lientenanby, It had been 
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better yoa had not klesed your tLree fingers ao oft, whicli 
now again yon are moat apt to play the sir in. Very good ; 
trell kissed! an excellent courtesy! 'tia bo, indeed. Yet 
again your fingers to your lips? vould they were olyeter- 
pqies for your sakel {Trumpet teiikin.] — The Moorl I know 
his trumpot. 

Cos. Tis tmly bd. 

Des, Let's meet blu, and rec^e him. 
Ou, Jm, where he comeBl 

Enter Othbllo and Attendants. 

0th., 0 my fair warrior! 

J>e». My dear Othello! 

Otk. It gives me wonder great as my content 
To see yon here before me. 0 my soul's joy 1 
If after ereiy tempest come BQch calms, 
May the winds blow tOl they have waken'd deathi 
And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas 
OlympUB-high, and dack again aa low 
As hell's from heaven! If it were now to die, 
'Twere now to be most happy; for, I fear, 
My soul Imth her content so absolute , 
That not another comfort like to Ihis 
Succeeds in unknown fote. 

Dea. The heavens forbid 

But tbat our loves and comforts ebonld increase, 
Even as our days do grow! 

OA. Amen to that, sweet powers I — 

I cannot speak enough of this content; 
It stops me here; it is too moc^ of joy: 
And Uns, and this, the greatest discwdsbe [£usm? Aer. 
That e'er our hearts shall make I 
^ lago. \aHde\ 0, yoa are wdltun'd now! 

A-cAi. But I'll set down the pegs fliat make tfais moKie, 
As honest as I am. 

Oik. Come, let ns to the castle. — 

News, fidends; oar wars are done, the Turks are drown'd. 
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How does my old acquaintance of this isle? — 

Honeff you shall be well desii'd in Cyprus ; 

IVe found great love nmongat them. 0 my sweet, 

I prattle out of faahion, iiud 1 dote cii^-vu^ 

In mine own comforts. — ■ 1 ju'ithec , good I&go, 

Go to the bay and disembark my coffers: 

Bring thou the master to the citadel^ 

He is a good one, and his worthinesa 

Does challenge much respect. — Come, Desdemona, 

Once more well met at Cypms. 

[Exeunl Othello, Desdemona, and Attendants. 

lago. Do thou meet me presently at the harbour. Come 
hither. If thou be'st valiant, — as, they say, base men being 
in love have then a nobility in their natures more than is 
native to them, — list me. The lieutenant to-night watches 
on the court-of-gnard: — first, I must tell thee tb^ — Oeade- 
mona is directly in lore with him. 

Rod. With himi why, 'tis not possible. 

logo. Lay thy finger thus, and let thy soul Ije jDstracted, 
Mark me with what violence she first loved the Moor, but 
for bragging, and telling her fantastical lies: and will she 
love him stiU for prating? let not thy discreet heai-t think it. 
Her eye must be fed; and what delight shall she have to 
look on the devilV When the blood is made dull with tlie 
act of sport, there should be — again to in£ame it, and to 
give satiety a fresh appetite — loveliness in favour, sympathy 
in years, manners, and beandes; all which the Moor is de- 
fective in: now, for want of these required conveniences, her 
delicate tenderness will find itself abused , begin to heave the , 
gorge, disrelish and abhor the Moor; very nature will in- ar^la^ 
struct ber in it, and compel her to some second choice. Now, i 
sir, this granted, — as it is a most pregnant and unforced po- 
Bition, — who stands so eminent ia the degree of this fbrtone 
as Casfflo does? a knave very Ttduble; ao further connnoa- 
able diaa in putting on the mere fonn of civil and humane « 
■eeming, for ttie better compaeelng of Ida salt and most hidden 
loose aSection? why, nose; wl^, acne: a slipper and aubtle «^bcK«4l 
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knave; a finder of occasions; that has an eye can stamp and 
connteifeit advantages, though true advantage never present 
itself; a devilish knave! Besides, the knave is handsome, 
young, and hath all those requisites in him that folly and 
green minds look after: a pestilent- complete knave; and the 
woman hath found him ah'cady. 

Rod. I cannot believe that in her; she's full of most 
bleaaed condition. 

laffo. Blessed fig's-endl the wine she drinks is made of 
grapes: if she had been blessed, she would never have loved 
'tMiJAie Moor: blessed pudding! Didst thou not see her paddle 
with the palm of his hand? didst not mark fbat? 

Rod, Yes , that I did ; hut tlmt was but courtesy. 

lago. Lechery, by this hand; an index and obscure pro- 
logue to the history of lust and foul thoughts. They met 
bO near with their lips, that their breaths embraced together. 
Villanous thoughts, Koderigo! when theso mutualities so 
marshal the way, hard at hand comes the master and main 
ezeidse, the incorporate conclusion: pishl — Bat, sir, be 70a 
ruled by me: I have bronght you from Venice. Watch 
you to-night; for the command, m lay^nponyoa: Gsauo 
knows you not : — I'll not be &r fam yon: do yoa find some 
occasion to anger Caasio, either1)y Bpeatdng too lond, or taint- 
ing his discipline; or &om what oiher course yoa please, 
wMch the time shall more favourahly minister. 

Rod. WeU. 

icu^. S'li, he is rash, and very sudden in choler, and 
haply may strike at you: provoke him, that he may; for 
even out of that will I cause these of Cyprus to mutiny; 
whose qualification shall come into no true taste again but 
by the displanting of Cassio. So shall you have a shorter 
journey to your desires, he the means 1 shall then have to 
prefer them; and the impediment most profitably removed, 
without the which there were no expectation of our prosperity. 

Rod. I will do this, if I can bring it to any opoortuniiy. 

2(^0. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at f£e citadel: 
I moat fetch hia aecessaries ashore Farew^ 
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Rod. Adieu. [Hnl. 

logo. That Cassio loves her, I do veil believe it; 
That she loves him, 'tia apt, and of great credit: 
The Moor — howbeit that I eadurc him not — 'vt'jUaiv^'* 
Is of a constant-loviag noble nature ; 
And I daro think he'll prove to Desdcmona 
A moEt dear husband. Kow, 1 do love her too; 
Not oat of abaohite lust, — though peradyentore 
I stand acconntant for as great a sin, — 
But partly led to diet my revenge. 
For that I do suspect the lusty Moor 
Ilatb leap'd into my seatr the thought whereof 
Doth, like a poisonous mineriil, gnaw my inwards; 
And nothing can or shall content my soul - 
Till I am even'd with him, wife for wife; . mam^M^ 

Or fuling bd , yet that I put the Moor g s 

At least into a jealousy bo strong 
That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do, 
If this poor trasli of VL'uii;e , whom I trash 
For his quick hunting , aland tlie putting on, 
I'll have our Jlichael Cassio on the hip; 
Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb, — 
For I fear Cassio with my night^p too; 
Make the Moor thauk me, love me, and reward me, 
For making him egrcgiously an asa , 
And practising upon his peace aud quiet 
Even to madness. 'Tia here , but yet confus'd : 
Knavery's plain face is never seen till us'd. {Exit, 

ScEBB n. A street. 

Enter a Herald with a proclamation; People following. 

Her. It is Othello's pleasure, our noble and valiant gene- 
ral, that, upon certain tiding now arrived, importing the 
mere per^tion of the Turkish fleet , every man put himself 
into triumph; some to dance, some to make bonfires, each 
man to what sport and lerele his addicfi<m leads lam: for, 

■^/^^ - 
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beddee these beuofiulal news, it is the celebration of his 
nuptial: — so mach waa his pleasure should he piociaimed 
All offices are open; and there is fiill liberty of feasting 
from this present hour of fire till the bell have told eleven. 
Heaven bless the Me of C/jnns and our noble general 
OtheDoI [Euunt. 

SoxHE ni, A hall the castle. 
Enter Othei>u>, Dksdbhona, Cassio, and Atteudanta. 

OA. Good Michael , look yon to the guard to-night: 
Let's teach ourselves that honourable stop, 
Not to ontsport discretion. 

Cos. Iftgo hath direction what to do; 
But, notwithstanding, with my personal eye 
Wllookto't 

0th. lago is most honeet. 

Michael, good night: to-morrow with your earliest 
Let me have speech ivith you. — [To Dcsdcmona] Come, my • 

dear love , — 
The purchase made, the fruits are to ensue; 
That profit's yet to come 'tween me and you. — 
Good night. [Exeunt Othello, Desdemtma, and Atttadants. 

Enter Iago. 

Cos. Welcome , liigo ; we must to the watch. 

logo. Not this hour, lieutenant; 'tis not yet t«n o' the 
dock. Our general cast us thus early for tiie love of his 
Desdemona; who let us not therefore blame; he hath not yet 
made wanton the night with her; and she is sport for Jove. 

Cos. She's a most exqiusite lady 

It^o. And, 111 warrant her, foU of game. 

Cos. Indeed , she's a most fresh and delicate creature. 

/o^o. Wliat an crye she hasl metiunks it soimda a parley 
to provocation. 

Cat. An inviting eye; and yet metidoks right modest 

Jago. And when she speaks, is it not an alarum tolovfl? 
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Cos. She 16, indeed, perfection. 

logo. Well, happineea to their eheeta! Come, lieutenant, 
I have a stoop of wine; and here without are a brace of titw-tf 
Cyprus gallante that would fain have a measure to the health / 
of hiack Othello. 

Cos. Not to-night, good lago : I have very poor and on- 
happy br&inB tas drinking: 1 could veil wish courteay would 
invent some other costom of entertainment. 

logo. O, tb^ axe our Etiende; but one ctip: Til dzink 
for you. 

Cat. I have drank but one cnp to-night, and that was 
eraflily qnslified too, and , behold , what innovation it makes 
here: I am unfortunate in the infirmity, and dare not task 
my weakness with any more. 

logo. What.man! 'tiaanight of revels: tUegallants desire it. 

Cos. Where are they V 

I(yo. Here at tbe door ; I pray you , call them in. 

C(u. I'll do't; but it dislikes me. [ExU. 

logo. If I can fasten but one cup upon him, 
With that which he hath drunk to-night abreadj, 
Hell he aa full of quarrel and offence 
As my youug mliitreBs' dog. Now, my sick fbol Boderigo, 
Whom love hath turn'd almost the wrong side out, 
To Desdcmona hath to-uight carous'd ^lui^ 

Potations pottle-deep; and he's to watch: _ , . . «(*(lwi ^ 

Three lada of Cyprus — noble swelling spiiilB, ^ J T 

That hold their honours in a wary distance, yvw**' 

The very elements of tids warlike isle — 

Have I to-night :duster'd with flowing cups, 

And they watch too. Now, 'monget this flock of drunkards, 

Am I to pat our Caasio in some action 

That may ofiiead the isle : — but bere thfy come : 

If ctmseqamce do but approve my dieam. 

My boat saila freely, bodi with wutd and stream. 

Re-mier Cisss), fbltoteed £y Mohtako, Gentiemen, and Servant 

Wdh tOMM. I 

Cm. 'Fore God, they have given me a rouse akeady. tiAAO/^ 
■6 
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Mon. Good faitli, a little one ; not peat a plot, as I am a 
soldier. 

. logo. Some wine , ho I 

MAii tun And let me the eanakin etiaJe, drnk; [Sing*. 

I I And let me the canaJan clink: 

A aoMia'e a man; 

ScmB irine, boysl 

Cos. 'Fore God, an excellent song. 

lago. I learned it in England, where, indeed, they are 
^ mOBt potent in potting: your Dane, your German, and your 
•u^vv>UiAi' Bwag-bellied Hollander, — Drink, ho! — are nothing to your 
ElngUsh. 

Cos. Is your Englishman so expert in his drinking? 
lago. Why, he drinks you, with facilily, your Dane dead 
dmnk; he sweats not to overthrow your Almain; he gives 
your Hollander a vomit, ere the next pottle can be filled. 
Caa. To the health of our general! 
Mm. I am for it, lieutenant j and I'll do you justice. 
Sago. 0 Bweet England! 

Sing Slepbea was a wor% peer, [Singi, 

^ ireecket cost Ann &u( a crmmt 
He them sixpence all too dear , 
_ ' Tt^iW (ScK Re coXVd the tailor lown. 

■lUiV; « "''S^ °f renown. 

And thou art bat of low degree: 
'Tia pride &at jnUb iiu eoantry downj 
Tlientahea&ieaulddodkiaout&ee. 

Some wine, hoi 

Cos. Why, this is a more exquisite song than the other. 
logo. Will you hear 't again? 

Cos. No; for I hold him to be onwortby of his place 
that does those things. — Well, — God's above all; and there 
be Boids must be saved, and there be bodIs mnst not be 
saved, 
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lago. It's trae , good lieatenant. 

Cos. For mine own part, — no offence to llie general, nor 
any man of qnalitjr, — I hope to be saved. 

logo. And so do I too, lientenaat 

Coi. Ajr, bat, b^yonr leave, not before me; tlie ^en- 
tenant is to be saved before the ancient. Let's have no more 
of this; let's to our affairs. — Forgive ub our sins! — Gentle- 
men, let's look to oar buaineas. Do not think, gentlemen, 
1 am drunk: this is m; ancient; — this is my right band, 
and this is my left: — I am not drunk now; I can stand well 
enough, and speak well enough. 

Aa. Excellent well, 

Cos. Why, vetywell, then; yon must not tJUnk, then, 
that I am drunk. [EjA. 

Mon. To the platfonn, masters; come, let's aet the watch. 

lago. You see this fellow that is gone before; — 
He is a soldier fit to stand by Caesar 
And give direction: and do but see bis vice; 
'Tia to his virtue a just eqnlnos , 
Iha one as long as th' other: 'tis pity of him. 
I fear the trust Othello puts Iiim in, 
On some odd time of hie infinni^, 
Win shake this isUnd. 

3fim. Bat is he often tlnu? 

logo. 'Tis evermore the prologue to hiB deep: 
Hell watch the horologe a double set. 

If drink rock not his cradle. '^muAy 

Man. It were well 

The general were put in mind of it. 
Perhaps be sees it not; or his good nature 
Prizes the virtue that appears in Casaio, 
And looks not on his evils: is not this true? 

Enter Bodbbioo. 
logo, [aiide to Soderigo] How now, Bodetigol 
I pray yoa, after llie lieutenant; go. [.SlnV BoSmgo. 

Mm. And tis great pi^ that the noble Moor 
3* 
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Sliould hazard euch a place as his own second 
ii/iidl/MA^ow With one of an ingrafl: infirmity: 
It were an honest action to say 
So to the Afoor. 

1(^0. Not I, for this fair island: 

I do lore Cassio well; and would do mneh 
To cure him of this evil — But, hark 1 what noise? 

[Crywiain, — "Ht!tpl helpl" 

Re-enter Cabbio , driving & Btmsfiioo. 
Coi. Yoaroguel yon rascal! 

Mm. What's the matter, lieatmaatV 

Clu. A knave teach me n^ dn^I 
MtU^'KKU' in beat die Jmare into a twiggen bottle. 
Rod. Beat me I 

Cai. I>OBtthoupiate,rogoe? [Striking Roderign. 

Man. Nay, good lieutenant; 

[Slai/my him. 

1 pray you , sir, hold your hand. 

Cos. Let me go, sir, 

YW4iMM^ Or I'll knock yon o'er the mazard. 

Mon. Come, come, you're drunk. 

Ca$. DnmkI [The;/ fyla. 

logo, [cmde to Eodarigo\ Away, I say; go out, and ciy a 
mutinyl [Exil Roderigo. 

Nay, good lieutenant, — alas, gentlemen; — 
Help, hoi — Lieutenant, — sir, — Moutano, — sir; — 
Help, masters! — Here's a goodly natch indeed! [Bellrkyi. 
Who's that which rings the bell ? — Diablo , ho 1 
The town will rise: God's will, lieutenant, hold} 
You will be sham'd far ever. 

Re-enter Othbllo and Attendants. 
Oth. What is the matter here? 

Mon. Zonnds, Ibleedstill; I am butt to flie deatb. 

{FiOnit. 

Olh. Hold, for your lives! 

logo. H(dd, hoi Lieutaaaat, — air, — Montano, — g«jtia- 
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Have joa forgot all Beiue of place and doty? 
Hold! tlie general speaks to yon; hold, for shamel 

Oih. Why, how now, ho! from whence ariseth this? 
Are WD tum'd Turks, and to ouraelveB do that 
Which heaven hath forbid the OttomiteB? 
For Christian shame , pnt by this barbarons brawl : 
He that adrs next to caxve for hia own rage 
Holds his Bonl light; he dies npoa his motton. — 
Silence that dreadful bell I it frights &e isle 
From her propriety. — "What is the matter, masters? — 
Honest lago, that look'st dead with grieving, 
Speak, who began this? on thy love, I charge thee. 

1(^0. 1 do not know: — friends all bat now, erea now. 
In quarter, and Ja terms like bride and groom 
Devesting them for bed; and then, bnt now — 
As if some planet had unwitted men — 
Swords ont, and tilting one at other's breast, 
In opposition bloody. I cannot speak 
Any beginning to tJiis peevieb odds; 
And would in action gloriona I had lost 
Those legs that brought me to a part of it! 

Oih. Uow comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot? 

Cos. I pray yon , pardon me ; I cannot speak. 

Oih. Worthy IHontano, you were wont be civil; 
The gravity and atillneaa of your youth 
The world hath noted, and your name is great 
In mouths of wisest censure: what's the matter, 
That you nnlace your reputation thus , 
/lad spend your rich opinion for the name 
Of a night-brawler? give me answer to it. 

J/on. Worthy Othello, I amfanrtto danger: 
Yonr officer, lago , ean inform yoa — 
While I spare speech, which something now ojEFends me— > 
Of all I do know: nor know I aught 
By mo tfaaf 8 said or done andm this night; 
Unless Belf-charif7 be sometimes a vice, 
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And to defend otirselTea it be a un 
When violence aa Bails us. 

Oik. Now, by heaven, 

My Uood bejjiu my safer guides to nile; 
And pBaaloiif bavli^iiiy but judgment eolUed, 
Aflaays to lead the way : — if Z once stir , 
Or do but lift this arm , the best of you 
Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul rout began , who set it on; 
And he that is approT'd in this offence, 
Though he had twina'd with me, both at a hirtb, 
Shall lose me. — WhatI in a town of war, 
Yet wild, the people's hearts brimfiil of fear, 
To manage private and domestic quarrel, 
In night, and on the court and guard of safetyl 
'Tifl monetrouB. — - lago, who began 't? 

Mon. If partially affin'd, or leaga'd in office, 
Thou doat deliver more or leas than troth, 
ThOD art no soldier. 

lago. Touch me not ao near: 

I had rather have this tongue cut &om my month 
Than it should do oS^ce to Michael Caaaio; 
Yet, I persuade myaelf, to apeak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. — Thus it is, generaL 
Montano and myself being in apeeoh. 
There comes a fellow crying out for help; 
And Caasio following him with determiu'd sword 
To execute upon him. Sir, this gentleman 
Steps in to Casino, and entreats his pause: 
Myself the raying fl^w did pursue, 
Lest by his clamour — as it so fell out — 
The town might fall In fright: he, swift of foot, 
Outrau my purpose; and I retum'd the rather 
For that i heard the ciiuk and fall of swords, 
And Cassio high in oath; which till to-night 
X ne'er might say before. When I came back, — 
For tMs was Intof , — I finmd them close together, 
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At blow and thrust; even aa again they vere 
When you yourself did part them. 
More this matter cannot I report: — 
But men axe men; the best swnetimee finget: — 
Tbon^ Caaaio did some IMe -wrong to imt, — 
Aa men in rage strike those that widi &em best, — 
Yet, mre^, Casdo, I beliere, receiv'd 
From him that fled some strange iadigoity, 
Which patienee eonld not pass. 

Olh. Iluiow,Iago, 
honesty and love doth mince this matter, , 
Uaking it l^t to Caseio. — Cassio, I love thee; 
Bat never more be officer of nine. — 

Re-enter Hsbbjokou., Often&d 
Look , if my gentle love be not raia'd np I — 
I'll make thee an example. 

Dea. 'Wliat'B flie matter? 

All's well now, sweedngj come away to bed. — 
Sir, for your hurts, myself will be yoni surgeon: 
Lead bim oft \T(i Montmw, mho is led off. 

lago, look with oate abont the town, 
And silence titose vhom fliis vile brawl distracted. — 
Come, Desdemona: 'tie the soldiers* life 
To have their balmy slumbers wak'd wi& strife. 

{Exeunt all except logo and Caitio. 

logo. What, are you hurt, lieutenant? 

Cat. Ay, past all surgery. 

logo. ISaay, heaven ibrbidl 

Cat. Beputalitni, reputation, reputation! 0, I have lost 
my reputation! I have lost the immortal part of myself, and 
what remains is bestial, — My reputation, lago, my reputation! 

lago. As I am an honest mau, I thought you had received 
some bodily wound; thcfc ia more sense in that than in re- 
putation, deputation is an idle and most false imposition; 
oft got vrithout ment, and lost mthont deserving; you have 
lost so reputation at all, unless yon repute yourself such a 
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loser. What, manl there are ways to recover the general 
again: you are but now caat in liis mood, a punishment more 
in poliiythan in malice; even so as one would beat his offence- 
less dog to afiright an imperious lion: aae to himag^n, and 
he's yonrs. 

Cos. I will rather sue to be despised than to deceive bo 
good a commaDder with so slight , so drunken , and so iodis- 
creet an o£6eer. Drunk? and spe^txarrot? and squabble! 
iu. J riii»_8Wggger? swear? and discour^TBfflffi'with one's own dia- 
,{)lji^cij dow? — 0 thou invisible spirit of wine, if thou hast no name 
to be known by, let us call thee devil! 

logo. What was he that you followed with yonr swocd? 
What had he done to you? 

Cas. I know not. 

lago. Is 't possible? 

Cas. I remember a mass of things, batnothingdlstinctly; 
a quarrel, but nothing wherefore. — O 6od, that men should 
put an enemy in their mouths to steal away their brains I that 
we should, with joy, pleaaance, revel, and applause, transform 
ourselves into beaatsl 

logo. Why, but you are now well enough: how came yon 
thus recovered? 

Cas. It hath pleased the devil dmnkenneM to give place 
to the devil wrath: one unperfectness shows me another, to 
make me frankly despise myself. 

lago. Come, you arc too scvure a moral pr: aw the lime, 
the place, and the couditiou ot this eomitrj' atanda, I could 
heartily wish this liad not befallen; but, since It is as it is, 
mend it for your own good. 

Cas. I will ask him for my place again, — he shall tell me 
I am a dnmkardl Had I as many months as Bydra, such 
an answer would stop them all. To be now a sensible man, 
by and by afool, and presently a beastt 0 strange! — Every 
inordinate cup is unblessed, and the ingredient is a deviL 

Jago. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar creature, 
, if it be veil used: ezd^m no more against it. And, good 

. lieutenant, I think you think I lore yoa, 
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Cm. I hare well approved it, air. — I drunk! 

Yoa or my man living may be drunk at a time, 
man. Ill tell 700 irhat yoa shall do. Our general's wife is 
now the general ; — I may say so in this respect, for that he 
hath devoted and given up himself to the contemplation, mark, 
and denotement of her parts and graces: — confess yourself 
freely to her; importune her help to put you in youi place 
again: she is of bo iree , eo kind , bo apt, so blessed a di^mai- 
tion, she holda it a vice in her goodness not to do more tium 
she is requested: this broken joint between you and her hus- 
band entreat her to splinter; and, my fortuneB against any 
lay worth naming, this crack of your love shall grow stronger 
than it was before. 

Cos. Ym advise me well. 

I^. I protest, in the dncexity <^love and honest kindness. 

Cm. I fliink it fieefy; and betimes in the morning I will 
beseech the virtuous Desdemona to undertake for me: I am 
desperate of my fortunes if they check me here. 

lago. Yoa are in the right. Good night, lieutenant; I 
must to the watch. 

Cos. Good night, honest lago. [ExiL 

logo. And w^Vb he, then, that says I pl^ tiie viltfdn? 
When this advice is free I give wtd honest, 
Probal to thinking, and, indeed, the course 
To win the Moor again? For 'tis moat easy 
Tb' inclining Deademona to subdue 
In auy honest suit: she's fram'd as fniitiul 
As the free elements. And then for her 
To win the Moor, — ' were't to renounce his baptism, 
All seals and eymboU of rederaa&d sin, 
His soul is BO enfettet'd to her love, 

That she may make, unm^e, do what she list, , 

Even as her appetite shall play the god 

With his wcEik function. How am I, then, a villain 

To counsel Cassio to this parallel course, 

Directly to Mb good? Btvinify of belli 

When devils wm the blackest sins put on, 
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Th^ do enggest at first with heavenly shows, 
As I do now: £n irtiiles thia himest fod 
Plies Desdemona to repair his fortnaes, 
Anl ishe fbr him pleada strongly to the Moor, 
I'll pour this pestilence into Ids ear, — 
That she repeals him for her body's lost; 
And by how much she strives to do him good, 
She slull undo her credit with the 2tfoor. 
So will I torn her nrtae into pitch; 
And oat other own goodness make the net 
That shall aw™""!' them alL 

^Re-en/fr BoDEsmo. 

How now, Boderigol 

Rod. 1 do follow here in the chase, not like a hound tiiat 
hunts, bat one that fills up the cry. My money is almost 
spent; I have been to-night exceedingly well cupelled; and 
I think the issue will be — I shall have so much experience 
for my pains; and so, with no money at all, and a liMe more 
wit, return again to Venice. 

logo. How poor are they that hare not pa&ncel 
^Vhat wound did ever heal but by degrees? 
Thou know'fit we work by wit, and not by witchciaft; 
And wit depends on dilatoty time. 
Doest not go well? Cassio hath beaten thee, 
And thou, by that small hart, hast cashier'd Cassio: 
Though other things grow fair against tke sun, 
Yet fimits that blossom first will first be ripe: 
Content thyself awhile. — By the mass, 'tis morning; 
Pleasore and action make the hours seem short, — 
Retire thee; go where thou art billeted: 
Away, I say; thou shalt know more hereafter: 
Nay, get thee gone. [Exit Roderigo.] Two things are to be 
done , — 

My vrife must move for Cassio to her mistress; 
rU set her on; 

Myself the wMe to draw the Moot iqiart, 
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And bnng him jump when he may Caesio find 

Soliciting hia mia: — ay, that's tlie way ; 

Dull not device by coldness and delay. [Rett. 

ACT III. 

Scene I. (^prits. Before Ad eatSe. 
Enter Cabbio and some Muaici&ns. 
Cos. Masters, play here, — I will content your pains, — 
Something that's brief; and bid " Good morrow , general" 

[Music. 

Enter Clown. 

Clo. Why, masters, have yonrinEtnunents been in Naples, 
that they speak i' the nose thns? 

Fb-it Mis. How, sir, howl 

Clo. Are these, I pray yon, wind-instrmnents? 

I^rsl Mus. Ay, many, are fliey, sir. 

Clo. 0, thereby hangs a tail, 

First Mus. Whereby Iiangs a tale, air? 

CSo. Many, sir, by many a wind-instrmnent thati know. 
But, mastns, Here's money for yon: and the general bo likes 
yonr mndo, fliat he dedres yon, of all lores, to make no mora 
ntdse with it. 

Ffrat Miu. Well, dr, we will not. 

Clo. If yoa hare ai^ mouo that may not be Iieard, to't 
again: but, as &ey say, to bear mono tiie general does not 
greatly care. 

Fb'st Mus. We have none snch , bIt. 

Go. Then pot up your pipes in your bag, for 111 awi^: 
go; vanisb into air; awayl Mtuidans. 

Cos. Dost thou hear, my honest friend? 

Clo. No, I hear not yonr honest iHfflid; Ihearyon. 

Cos. Prithee, keep up thy quillets. Tbera's a poor piece 
ofgoldforthee: iftho gentlewoman thatattendatiie general's 
wife be stirring, tell her there's one Casuo entree her a little 
EsTonr of epeedi: wilt then do tins? 
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Clo. She is edrring, air: if she ivill slir luther, I shall 
Beem to notify unto her. 

Cos. Do, good my friend. [Exit CSown. 

Enter Iaoo. 

In happy time , la^. 

lago. You have not been a-hed, then? 

Cos. Why, no; the day had broke 
Before we parted. 1 have made bold, lago, 
To Bend in to your ^ife: my Buit to her 
Is, that she will to virtaous Deademana 
Kcocnre me some access. 

/o^, in send liflT to yoa presently; 

And 111 deviae a mean to draw tbe Moor 
Ont of the way, fliat your converse and business 
May be more free. 

C<u. I humbly thank you for't. [Eat logo.] I never knew 
A Florentine more kind and honest. 

Enter Eiulu, 

Emil. Gtood morrow, good lieutenant: I am sorry 
For your displeasme ; but all will sure be well. 
The graeral and his wife are talldng of it; 
And she speaks for you stoutly: the Moor replies. 
That he you hurt Is of great fame in Gypras 
And great affinity, and titat in wholesome wisdom 
He nugbt not bnt refuse you; but he protests he loves yon, 
And seeds no other suitor but his likings 
To take the eaPst occasion by the front 
To bzii^ you is agun. 

Cos. Yet, I beseech yon, — 

If you think fit, or that it may be done, — 
Give me advantage of some brief discourse 
With Desdemon alone. 

EmU. Pray you, come in: 

I will bestow yoa where you shall have time 
To speak your bosom freely. 

Cia. I am much bound to you. [Exeunt. 
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SoBHK II. A room in the castle. 
Enter Otbsuw, Iaoo, and Gentlemen. 
OiA. These letters ^ve, lago, to the ^lot; 
And, by him, do my d^es toliie senate: 
That done , I will be Talking on &6 irorke ; 
Hepair there to me. 

lago. Well, my good lord, I'll do't, 

Otk. This fortification, gentlemen, — shall we see't? 

Gent. We'll wait upon your lordship. [Exetml. 

ScKNB in. The garden of the castle. 
Enter Dbbdbkosa, Cassio, and EmuA. 

JOet, Be tiioa assnr'd, good Caseio, I will do 
All abflitieB in thy behalf. 

EmS, Goodmadam, do: IwairastitgrieTes my husband, 
Ab if the case were his. 

Det. 0, that's an honest feUow. — Do not doubt, Gaosio, 
But I will have my lord and yoa again 
As fiiendlj as you were. 

Cos. Bounteona madam, 

Whatever shall become of Michael Gassio , 
He's never any tiling but your true aervant. 

Dea, Iknow't, — I thank you. You do love my lord 
You've known him long; and be yon well asauF'd 
He shall in strsngenesB stand no farther off 
Than in & politic distance. 

Cos. Ay, but, lady, 

That policy may cither last so long. 
Or feed upon Buch nice and waterish diet, 
Or breed itself so out of circumstance , 
That, I being absent, and my place supplied, 
Uy general will fiuget my love and aenice. 

Det. Do not doubt that; befne EmiUa here 
I give fliee wanant of fl^ place: assure thee. 
If I do Ttnr ft fiiendal^, ni perform it 
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To tiiB last article: lord Eikall merer rest; 

in vateh libi tame , uid talk liim ont of patience; 

Hit) bed shall seem a Bohool, Ids board a ebriit; 

I'U iatenmngle every thing he does 

With CaBsio'a suit: therefore be meny, CasEdo; 

For tkj solicitor shall rather die 

Than give thy cause away. 

^U. Madam, here comes my lord. 

Cat. Madam, m take my leave. 

Dea. WbyjStf^, and hear me speak. 

Cat. Mia^m, not now: Fm veiy ill at ease, 
Unfit for tidna own pnrposes. 

Des, Wdl, do your discretion. [Etit Caaah. 

Eater Othhllo and lioo. 

/<(7a. I Uke not that. 

0&. What dost thou s^f 

logo. Nothing , my lord : or if — I know aot what. 

OflL Was not that Casaio parted from my wife? 

Joffo. Casdo, my lord ! No, sure, 1 cannotllunkit, 
That he wonld steal away so gnilfy-like, 
Seeing yon coming. 

OA. I do believe 'twas he. 

Dai. How now, my lord! 
I have been talking with a suitor here, 
A man that langaiehes in yonr diapleasure. 

OOi. Whoia't you mean? 

Dea. Why, yonr lieutenant, Gassio. Good my lord, 
If I have any grace or power to move you , 
His present reconciliation take; 
For if he be not one that truly loves you , 
That em in ignorance, and not in cunning, 
I have no judgment in an honest face : 
I pdthee, call him back. 

OA. Went he hence now? 

J)e». Ay, BOofb; so humbled. 
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That lie hath left part of his grief with me , 
To Buffer with him. Good love, call him back. 



Olh. Not Qow, Bweet Desdemon; some other time. 

Dm. Bat shall 't be ehotti; ? 

OA. The sooner, sweet, itst jaa. 

Des. Shall 't be to-oight at supper? 
Oih. No, not to-night. 

Des. To-morrow dinner, then? 

Olh. I sbaH not dine at htnnC; 



I meet the captains at tlie citudol. 

Dca. Why, then, to-morrow iiiglit; or Tuesday mcffn; 

00 Tuesday noon, or night; on Wednesday mora: — 

1 prithee, name the time; but let it not 
Exceed three days: in faith, he's penitent; 
And yet his trespaBS, in our common reason, — 
Save that, they say, the wars must make examples 
Out of their best, — is not almost a fault 

T' incur a private check. When shall he come? 

Tell mc, Othello: I wonder in my soul, 

What you wonld ask me, that I should deny. 

Or stand so mammering on. What, Michael Cassio, 

That camo a-wooing with you; and so many a time, 

When I liave spoke of you dispraisingly, 

Hath ta'cn your part; to have so mndi to do 

To bring hhn inl Trust me, I conld do nnuih, — 

Olh. Prithee, no more: let bim come vhen he will} 
I will deny thee nothing. 

Des. Why, this is not a boon; eivHM>^ 

'Tib as I should entreat you wear your gloves, J 
Or feed ou nourishing dishes, or keep yoa watrn, 
Or sue to you to do peculiar profit 
To your own person: nay, when I have a suit 
Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed, 

It shall be full of poise and diifficult weight, ^^vJl|\sw 
And fear&l to be granted. 

Olh, I viQ deny thee nothiiig: . 
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AVhereoQ, I do beseech thee, grant me tliis, 
To leave me bat a little to myBelf. 

Des. Shall I deny you? no: farewell, my lord. 

Oih. Farewell, myDeademon: I'll come to thee straight. 

Des. Emilia, come. — Be as yom- landee teach yon; 
Whate'er you be, I am obedient. [EnV, with BaaUa. 

Olh. Excellent wretch! Perdition catch my eoul, 
But I do love thee! and when I love thee not, 
Chaoa 19 eome again. 

Jago. My noble lord, — 

OUi. What dost thou aay, lago? 

lago. Did Michael Caaaio, wheu you woo'd my lady, 
Know of your love? 

Olh. He did, Irom first to last: why dost thou aak? 

logo. Bnt for a satiB&ction of tny thought; 
No AtrQier hsim. 

Oth. Why of thy thonght, lago? 

logo. I did not think he had been acqumted with her. 

Oth. 0, yes; and went between us very oft. 

latfo. Indeed! 

Olh. Indeedl ay, indeed: — discem'sttfaouaughtintiiat? 
Is he not honeet? 

lago. Honest, my lordi 

Olh. Honestl a^, honest 

Jago, My lord, f&t aught I know. 

Oth. What dost thou think? 

/<90. Think, my lordl 

OOt. Think, my lord! 

By heaven, he echoes me , 
As if there were some monster in his thought 
Too hideous to be shown. — Thou dost mean something: 
I heard thee say even now, thou lik'dst not that. 
When Gaesio left my wife: T^at didst not Uke? 
And when I told thee he was of my counsel 
In my whole course of wocnng, tfiou criedst "bideedl" 
And didst contract and poise &y brow togedier, 
As if tbon then badst shot up is thy brun 
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Some horrible conceit; if thou dort love me, 
Show me thy thought. 

lago. My lord, yon know I love you. 

OOi. I thhik tlioa dost 

And, for I know tbou'rt full of love and honesty, 
And weigh'st thy words before thou giv'st them breaUi, 
Therefore these stops of thine fright me the more: 
For sach thinga in a false disloyal knave 
Are tricks of custom; but in a man that's just 
They're close delations, working from the heart, 
That passion cannot rule; 

lago. For Michael CSaado^ 

I dare be sworn I think that he Is honest. 

0th, I think so too. 

logo. Mon Bfaonld be what Qtssj eeem; 

Or those liiat be not, would ihsj seem nouel 

0th. Certain, men should be wluit they seem. 

logo. Why, then , I think Cassio's an honest man. 

0th. Nay, yet there's more in this: 
I prithee, speak to me as to thy thinkings. 
As thoQ dost ruminate ; and give thy worst of thoughts 
The worst of words. 

lago^ Good my lord, pardon me: 

Though I am bound to every act of duty, 
I am not bound to that all slaves are free to. 
Utter my thoughts? Why, say they're vile and false, — 
As Where's that palace whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not? who has a breast so pure, 
But soma imcleaiily apprchenuona 
Keep leeta and law-days, and in sofldon dt 
With meditaticniB lawnd ? 

OA. Thoa doflt conspire against Uaj friend, lago. 
If thoa bat doiik'st him wrong'd , and mak'st his ear 
A stranger to tbj thoughts. 

logo. I do beseech you — 

Though I perchance am vicioos in my guess, 
As, I ccmfesa, it b nature's plague 

i 
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To spy into abuses, and oft my jealousy 

Shapes faxUta that are not — that your wisdom yet, 

From one that so imperfectly conceits, 

Would take no notice ; nor build yourself a trouble 

Outof his scattering and unsure observance: — 

It were not for your quiet nor your good, 

Nor for my manhood, hones^, or wisdom, 

To let you know my thoughts. 

0(7i. 'What dost thou mean? 

logo. Good name in man and woman, dear my lord, 
la the immediate jewel of their aoula : 
Who steals my purae steals trash; 'fia Bomething, notlung; 
'Twas mine , 'tis lua , aud has been slave to thoiuuids; 
But he that filches £tom me my good name 
Bobs me of that which not eiid<£eB him, 
And makes me poor indeed. 

0th. By heaven, Fll know fliy fiiougbta! 

logo. You caunot, if my heart were in your band; 
Nor shall not, whilst 'tis in my custody. 

0th. Hal 

Jago. 0, beware, my lord, of jealousy; 
It is the green-ey'd monster, which doth mock 
The meat it feeds on: that cuckold lires in bliss 
Who, certab of his fate, loves not his wronger; 
But, O, what damn6d minutes tells he o'er 
Who dotes, yet doubts, suspects, yet strongly lores 1 

0th. 0 misery! 

laffo. Poor and content is rich, and rich eaongh; 
But riches fineless is as poor as winter 
To him tliat ever fears he aball be pon: — 
Gkiod heaven, the souls of all my t^e de&ad 
From jealonsyl 

(ML , Why, why is this? 
Tbink'st thou Pd make a life of Jealousy, 
To follow still the changes of the moon 
With fresh Buspidona? No; to be once in doobt 
la once to be resolv'd: exdiange mo for a goat, 
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When I shall turn the b^utdness of inj, soul , 

To Bneh eieu^eate ana'Blown aiSmiBca, f-'0'>«.t{(w 

Matching thy inference, 'Tis not to make me jealous ^'•^^mA'Co^ 

To say my wife ia fair, feeds well, loves ctnnpaiiy, 

la &ee of apeech, sings, plays, and dances well; 

Where virtue is, these are more virtaous: 

Nor from mine own weak merits will i draw 

The smaUcEt fear or doubt of her revolt; 

For she had eyes, and chose me. No, lago; 

I'll see before I doubt; when I doubt, prove; 

And, on the proof, there ia no more but this, — 

Away at once with love or jealou^I 

logo. I'm glad of it; for now I shall have reason 
To show the love and du^ tiaat I bear you 
With franker spirit: therefore, as I am botnid, 
Beceive it from mo : — I apeak not yet of woof. 
Look to your wife ; observe her well with Casdo) 
Wear youi- eye thus, not jealous nor secure: 
I would not have your free and noble nature, 
Out of self-boun^, be abus'd; look to't: 
I know our country diapoaition well; i 
In Tenice they do let heaven see the pranks -Va a <mmj/ 

Th^ dare not show hnsbande; dif& beat consoience o u 
Is — not to leave undone, but beep unknown. 

0th. Dost thou say so? 

lago. She did deceive her &&er, nutriTing yoa; 
And when she acem'd to shake and your looks, 
She lov'd them most. 

0th. And so she did. 

lago. Why, go to, then; 

She that, so young, could ^ve out such a seeming, 
To seel her father's eyes up dose as oak — 
He thought 'twas witchcraft; — but I'm rnneh to blame; 
I humbly do beseech you of your pardon 
For too much loving you. 

Otk. Fm bound to thee for ever. 

I see this hath a little dash'd yonr f^lts. 
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Olh. "Sot a jot, not a jot. 

logo. r&ith, I&aritfaos. 

I hope you will conaider what is spoke 
ComOB &om my love; — but J do eee yoa're q}Ov*d; — 
I am to piay yoa not to strain my speech 
To grosser issnes nor to larger reach 
Than to suspicion. 

Otk. I will not 

logo. ShonldToadosOtmyloid, 
My speech should fall into snch vile success 
As my thoughts aim not at. Caseio's my wortl^ fiiend: — 
My lord, I aee you're mov'd. 

0th. No, not much mor'd; — 

I do not think but Desdemona's honest 

logo. Long live she so! and long liva yoa to think so! 

OA. And yet, how nature erring Sctm itself, — 

logo. Ay, tiiere's the point: — as — tohebcdd williyoa— : 
Not to affect many proposfed matches 
Of her own clime, complexion, and degree, 
Whereto we see in all things nature tends, — 
Who^ Fob! one may smell in snch a will most r^iik. 
Foul diepropordon , thoughts unnatural; — 
But pardon me : I do not in positiou 
Distinctly speak of her; though I may fear 
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment, 
May fall to match yon with her country forms, 
And happily repent. 

Olh. Farewell, farewell: 

If more thou dost perceive, let me know more; 
Set on thy wife to observe: leave me, lago. 

1(^0. My lord, I take my leave. [Going. 

oSl Why did I marry? — This honest creature doubtless 
Sees and koows more, maoh more, than he unfolds. 

/it^. My lord, I wmld I entreat your honour 

[Retummg. 

iHMfoAu To scan this thing no fbrther; leave it to time: 
Although 'tia fit that Caano have Ids place , — 
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For, sure, he fills it up with great ability, — 
Yet, if you please to hold him off awhile, 
You Bhall by that perceive him and his means: 
Note if your lady strain his entertainment 
With any strong or vehement importunity ; 
Much will be Been in that. In the mean time 
Let me be thought too busy in my fears , — 
Ab worthy cause I have to fear I am , — 
And hold her free, I do beseech your honour. 
0th. Fear not my government 

lago. I once more take my leave. [Exit. 

0th. This fellow'a of exceeding honesty, 
And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit, 
Of human dealings. If I do prove her haggard, . 
Though that her jesses were my dear heart-strings, m clljIajUo Utav^ 
I'd whistle her off, and let her down the wind , " i i 

To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black, 
And have not those soft parte of conversation 
That chamberers have; or, for I am declin'd 
Into the vale of years , — yet that's not much ; — 
She's gone; I am abus'd; and my relief 
Must be to loathe her. 0 curse of marriage , 
That we can call these delicate creatures ours, 
And not thdr appetitesl I had rather be a toad, 
And live upim the vapour of a dungeon, 
Than keep a comet in the thing I love 
For others' uses. Yet, 'tis the plague of great ones; 
Prerogativ'd are they lesa than the base; 
'Tis destiny nnahunnable , like death: 
Even then this forked plague is fated to us 
When we do quicken. — £esdemona comes: 
I£ she be iblse, 0, then heavea moi^ itself I — 
I'll not beUere t. , 

Be-mter DBsomtosX and Ewlu. 

Da. How now, ngr dear O&ello ! 

Tour dinner, and the generous islanders ' 
By you invited, do attend your presence. 
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Olh. I am to blame. 

Des. Wlt7 do Ton speak bo fidn^? 

Are 70a not well? 

OA. I have a pain upon my forehead here. 
Da. Faith, that's inthWbihiog: 'twill avar again: 
Let mo but bind it hard, withiii tide boor 
It ffill be welL 

0th. Your napkin is too little; 

[He puts Vie handkerchief from hvn ; and sAe drt^ it. 
Let it alone. Come, I'll go in with you. 
Des, I'm very sony l^t yon are not well. 

[Exsunt Othello and Deideaioaa. 
EntU, I am glad X have found this napkin: 
This was her first remembrance from the Moor: 
upjvXeit^i'^ My wayward liuaband hath a hundred times 
* Woo'd me to steal it; but she so loves the token , — 

For he conjur'd her she should ever keep it, — 
That she reserves it evermore about her 
To kiss and talk to. I'll have the work ta'en out, 
And give't lago: 

What he will do with it heaven knows, not I; 
I nothing but to please Ids fuita^. 

Atf-enfer Iago. 
lago, Hownow! what do you here alone? 
n'rfittlt, EmU. Do not you chide; I have a thing for you. 

logo. A thing for met — it is a ootmnon tbii^ — 
BmU. Ha! 

logo. To have a fixdish wifb, 
S^iU. 0, is that all? What will yoa me now 
For that same handkerchief? 

logo. What handkerchief? 

EmU. What handkerchief! 
Why, that tho Moor first gave to Desdemona; 
That which ao often, you did bid me steaL 
logo. Hast stol'a it &om her? 
^iU. ITo, fEuth} she let it drop by negligence, 
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And , to th' advantage , I , being here , took 't up. 
Look, here it is. 

logo. A good wench; ^ve it me. 

EmxL What will 70U do with 't, that you have been bo 
eameat 
To hflve me filch H? 

I(^o. Why, what'B that to yon? [Snateiiag iL 

EmU. If 't be not for some pinpose of ioqiort. 
Give 't me again : poor lady, ehell run mad 
When ehe shall lack it. 

Jago. Be not you acknown on 'tj 

I have use for it. Oo, leave me. [Exit EmBta. 

I will in Caeeio's lodging lose this napkin , 
And let him find it Trifles light as aii 
Are to the jealous confinnations strong 
As pioofB of holy writ: this may do Bometbing. 
The Moot already changes with my poison: — 
JDangerons conceits are, in their natures, poisons, 
Which at the first are scarce found to diataste, 
But, with a little act upon the blood, 
Bum like the mines of enlpbur. — I did say so : — 
Look, where he corneal Not poppy, nor mandiagora) 4i<ut^tA^ 
'Sox aQ the drow:^ ^yrnps of Uie vmciA, '.vaMfi^'i^ 
Shah ever medicine ftee to that sweet sleep 
Wbioh thoo ow'drt yesterday. 

Re-enter Othbllo. 

0th. Hal hal fklsetome? 

logo. Wby, how now, genarall no more of that. 

Oik. Avauntt be gonel thoahast setme oalhe rack: — ^v^w^ 
I swear 'tis better to be much abns'd 
Than but to know 't a little. 

logo. How now, my lord! 

0(h. What sense had 1 of her Btol'n hours of Inst? 
I saw 't not , thought it not , it hazm'd not me : 
I slept the next night well, was fiee and meny; 
I finmd not Cassicra IdBses on her lips: 
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He that is robb'd , not wantiiig vhat U stol^^ 
Let him not know 't , and he'a not xobb'd at idl 

logo. I am eorry to hear this. 

Olh. I had been happy, if the general camp , 
Pioners and all, had tasted her sweet body, 
So I had nothing known. 0, now, for ever 
Farewell the tranquil mindl £arewell content! 
Farewell the pIomM troop, and the big wars, 
l^tmake ambition nrtae! 0, fuewelll 
FaieweU the neighing steed, and the sbrill tramp. 
The 8[^t4tirriDg dram , tb' ear-pierciiig fife , 
The rciTfil bamier , and all quality, 
Pdde, pomp, and circnmstance of glorious warl 
And, O yaa mortal engines, whose rude throats 
Th' Immortal Jore's dread clamonrs counterfeit 
Farewelll Othello'a occapation's gonel 

laffo. la't pOB^ble, my lord? 

Olh. ViU^, be sure thou prove my lore a whore, — 
Be sure of it; give me the ocular proof; 
Or, by the worth of man's eternal soul , 
Thou hadst been better have been bom a dog 
Than answer my wak'd wrath! 

laffo. Is't come to this? 

Olh. Make me to aee't; or, at the least, so prove it, 
Mytfcuf That the probation bear no hinge nor Ijipp 
To hang a doubt on ; or woe upon thy life 1 

logo. My noble lord, — 

Oih. If thou dost Blander her, and torture me. 
Never pray more; abandon all remorse; 
On horror's head borrors sceumolate; 
Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amu'd; 
For nothing canst thoa to danmatioa odd 
Greater than tiiai. 

logo, 0 gneel 0 heaven forgive mel 

Axe you a man? haveyovaBonlcff 6e]ue? — 
Godb*«i'youl take office. — 0 wretched fool, 
That liv*Bt to make tttine honesty a vloel — 
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0 Dumstroas worldl Take note, take note, 0 world, 
To be direct and honest is not eafe. — 

1 thank yoa for this profit; and £FOtn hence 

ril lore no fiiend, lore breeds each offence. 

0th. Naj, stay: — thoa shonldst be honeaL 

logo. I^onldbeiriBe; fiirhimeBtjr'safoolt 
And htBea that it wtn^ ftar. 

0th. By tiie wodd, 

I think my irife be honest, and think she is not} 
I thinlr tluitthoQ art jnst, and think thou art noti 
I'U have some proof: her name, that was as fresh 
As Dian'e visage, ia now begiim'd and bhtck 
Ab mine own face. — If there be cords orkniTes, 
Poison, or fii-e, or suffocatiDg streams, 
I'll not endure it. — Would I were satisfiedl 

logo, I Beo, sir, you are eaten tq) with passion: 
1 do repent me that I put it to you. 
Yon would be satisfied? 

OOt. Would 1 nay, I will. 

logo. And may: but, how? how satiafied, my hadi 
Would you, the supervisor, grossly gape on, — 
Behold her tupp'd? 

Oih. Death and danmationi — 01 

la^ii. It were a tedious difficulty, I thinir , 
To bring them to that prospect: damn them, then, 
If ever Biortal eyes do see them bt^eter 
More than their own! What then? how then? 
What shall I say? Where's satisfaction? 
It is impossible you should see this, 
Were they as prime aa goata , aa hot as monkeys. 
As salt as wolves in pride, and fools as gross 
As ignorance made dnmk. But yet, I say, 
K imputation and strong circumstances — 
Whidi lead directly to the door of truth — 
Will give yoa sati^action, yon may have 't. 

0&. Give me a liring reason she's disloyal 

logo X do not like the o^ce : 
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Bat, rathrm enter'd in this cause so far, — 
Pitek'd to t by foolisli honesty and love , — 
I irill go on. I lay -mih Cassio lately; 
And, being tronbled with a raging tooth , 
I coiM not Eicep. 

There are a kind of men bo Isose o£«oul 
That in their sleeps vill matter their afG^re; 
One of this kind £ Coado: 
In sleep I heard hint e^, "Sweet Desdemona, 
Let OB be wary, let m hide our lores;" 
And then, sir, would he gripe and wring my hand^ 
Cry "0 Bweet cxeatarel" and then kiss me hard, 
As if he pluck'd up hissea by the roots 
That grew upon my lips: then laid his leg 
btfit^A/ Over my tiiigh, and sigh'd, and hiss'd; andtLea 
(Med "CiDBld fiite tl»t gave thee to the Moor ! " 
OHl 0 mOBBtnmsI monstrous! 

Ic^. Nay, this was but bis dream. 

^ oSt. But this denoted a foregone conclusion: 
ixMAif Tis a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream. 

logo. ' And this may help to thicken other proofs 
That do demonstrate thinly. 

Oih. in tear her all to pieces. 

logo. Nay, but be wise: yet we see nothing done; 
She may be booeetyet. Tell me but this, — 
Have you not aometimes seen a handkerchief 
Spotted with stravbeiriea In your wife's hand? 

OA. I gave her such a one; 'twas my first gift. 

Jt^o. I Imow not that: bnt such a handkerchief — 
Tm sure it was year wifb's — did I to-day 
See Gasdo wipe his beaid with. 

Oih. Ifitbethat,— 

logo. If it be that , or any that was hers , 
It speaks ag^st her with the other proofs. 

Oih. 0 , that the slave had forty thousand Urei, — 
One is too poor, too weak for my rerengel 
Now do I see 'tis true. — Iiook here, I^^j 
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All fond love Qim da I blow to ha&ren : 
'Tis gone. — 

Ajdse, blaokTengeBDce, from the hollow helll 
Yield up, 0 lore, fhj crown and hearted throne 
To^amioiis hatel Swell, bosom, withtby fintoght, 
F<a 'tis of SBpica' tongues 1 

Jago, Yet. be content. 

Olh. O , blood , blood , blood 1 

Jago. Patience, I say; your mind perhaps maj change. 

OlA. Never, Isgo. Like to the Poutic eea, 
Whose icy current and compulsive course 
Ife'er foeb retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontic and the Hellespont; 
Even ao my bloody thoughts, with violent pace, 
Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to hmnble love, 
Till that a capable and wide revenge 
Swallow them up. — Now, by yond marble heaven, 
In the doe reverence of a sacred vow [Sh«e&. 
I here engage my words. 

logo. Do not rise yet. — l^eels. 

Witness, you cver-bnrmng lights above, 
You elements that clip os round abont, — 
Witness, that here lago doth give up 
The execution of his ^t, hands, heart. 
To wrong'd OtheUD'a service! Let him commaud. 
And to obey shall be lame remorse, 
What bloody business ever. 

OA. I greet thy love. 

Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous. 
And will upon the instant put thee to 't: 
Within these tliree days let me hear ttiee say 
That Cassio'e not alive. 

Iiyo. My friend is dead; 'tis done at yonr reqoest: 
But let her lire. 

Oik. Damn her, lewd^ninxl 0, damn herl ^i/cSti^ 

CiHne, go wiOt me apart; I will withdraw, 
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To furniBh me with some swift me&ns of death 
For the fiur derfl. Now art thou my Uentenant 

/q^o. I am youi own for ever. [Exewit. 

ScKKB IV. Before the castle. 
Enter Dbsdbmokjl, Ehilu, and CIottd. 
Oet. Do 70a know, eiriah, where ZiflntenantCaBBlo lies? 
do. IdarenotBarhelissanjwhae. 
Des. Why, man? 

Clo. He'a a soldier; and for one to say a soldier lies, is 
etnbbiog. 

Bes. Go to; where lodges he? 

Clo. To tell you where he lodges, is to t«U you where 
llic. 

Det. Can any thing be made of this? 

Clo. I know not where he lodges; and for me to devise a 
lodging, and say he lies here or he hes there , were to lie in 
mine own throat. 

Det. Can you inquire him out, and be edified by report? 

Clo. I will catechize the world for him; that is, make 
questiona, and by them answer. 

Dei. Seek Idm, bid him come hither: tell him I have 
moved my lord on Ms behalf, and hope all will bo well. 

Clo. To do this is within the compass of man's wit; and 
therefim I will attempt &edfdng it [jBsO. 

Da, Where BhOnld I lose tiliBt handkerchief, Emilia? 

EmU. I know not, madam. 

Dee. Believe me, I had rather have lost my purae 
Pull of crusadoes: and, hut my noble Moor 
Is true of mind , and made of no such basencBs 
Aa jealous creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to 01 thinking. 

BmU. Is he not jeahnu? 

Det. Who, he? I think the stm where ha was hom 
Drew all anch homonn &om him. 

SmL Look, where he comes. 
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Dei. I will not leave him now tiQ Caselo 
Be e^'d to Mm. 

EiUer Ortaaa. 
How is t with jm, my lord? 
OA. Well, mygoodlady. — [.^n%] 0, Imrdneas to dia- 
semblel — 
How do yoa, Oesdemona? 

Da. Well , my good lord. 

OA. CUve me yonr hand: this haod is moiet, my lady. 
De». It yet hath felt no age nor known no sorrow. 
0th. This argaee fmitfidiiesB and liber&l heart: — 
Hot, hot, and moist; this hand of yours requires 
A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer. 
Much castigation, exerdse devout; 
For here's a young and sweating devil here, 
That commonly rebels. 'Tie a good hand, 
A frank one. 

Des. Yon may, indeed, say bo; 
For 'twas that hand tiuit gave away my heart 

Oth. A liberal hand: the hearts of old gave hands; 
But oni new heraldiy is hands, not hearts. 

Da, I oamiot speak of this. Come now, your promise. 
OA. What pzcmise, chock? 
Da. Tve srat to bid Cassio come speak with you. 
Oth. I hare a salt and sorry rheum offends me; 
Iiead me thy handkerchief. 

Det. Here, my lord. 

OA. That which I gave you. 
Da. I have it not about me. 



That handkerchief 

Did an Egyptian to my mother give; 

She was a <^aimer, and could i^ort read 

The thoughts of people: she told her, while she kept It, 

Twonld make bar amhble , and snbdoe n^ faUier 



OA. Not? 

Da. 

Oth. 



No, indeed, my lord. 



That is a fault 
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Entirely to hor love; but if she lost it, 

Or made a gift of it, my father's eye 

Should hold her loathed , and his spirits should hunt 

After new fancies: she, dying, gave me; 

And bid me, when my fate would have me wive, 

To give it her. I did bo : and take heed on't; 

Make it a darling like your precious eye ; 

To loset or give't away were such perdition 

As nothing else conld match. 

Des, Is't possible? 

Olh. 'Tis true: there's magic in the web of it: 
A sibyl, that had number'd in the world 
The sun to course two hundred compasses, 
c-vw^ In her prophetic fury aew'd the work; 

The worms were haUow'd that did breed the silk; 
. And it was dy'd in QnuuQr t^iioli the akiliiil 

Conserv'd of maidens' hearts. 

Des. Indeedl is'ttnie? 

Oth. Most veritable; therefore look tot welL 

Des. Then would to Qod that I bad uevet seen't! 

Oth. Ha! wherefore? 

Da. Why do yoa speak so startingly and lash? 
Oik. Is't lost? ist gone? speak, is it oat o' tlie way? 
— Des. Heaven bless us! 
Oth. Say you? 

Des. It is not lost; but what an if it were? 
Oth. How! 

Des. I say, it is not lost. 

Olh. Fetch't, let me seet 

Des. Why, so I can, sir , but I will not now. 
X'his is a trick to put me from my suit: 
Pray you, let Cassio be receiv'd again. 

Olh. Fetch me the handkerchief: my mind misgiTes. 

Des. Come, come; 
You'll never meet a more sufficient man. 

Oik. The handkerchief I 

Dea. ' I pray, talk me of Cassio. 
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Och. The haodkercluef! 

Des. A man that all his time 

Hath founded his good fortunes on your lore, 
Shar'd dangers with yon , — 

0th. The handkerchief! 

Det. In sooth, 70a are to blame. 

Olh. Awayl [Beit. 
EmU. IsaDtthiamanjealoiu? 
Dea. I ne'er bbm this before. 

Sure, there's some wonder in Hob handkerchief: 
I'm most unhappy in the loss of it. 

Emil, 'Tis not a year or two shows us a man: 
They're all bat stomachs, and we all but food; 
They eat as bnngeily, and when they're full. 

They belch us. — Look yoo, — Caaaio and my htubatid. -.M/v.^^.wr' 

Enter Cabbio and Iiao. 

logo. There is no other way; 'tia she mnst do't: 
And, lo, the happiness t go, and impiirtune her. 

Des. How now, good Cassio! what's the news with yott? 

Cos. Madam, my former suit: I do beseech you 
That "by your Tirtnons means I may agfUn 
Exist, and be a member of bla love 
Whom I with all office of heart 
f^tirely hononr: I would not be delsy'd. 
If my offence be of such mortal kind 
That nor my service past, nor present bmtowb, 
Nor purpoa'd merit in futurity, 
Can ransom me into his love again, 
But to know so must be my benefit; 
So shall I clothe me in a forc'd content, 
And shut myself up in some other course , 
To fortune's alms. 

De*. Alas , thrice-gentle Cas^ 1 

My adTOoation is not now in tone; 
My lord is not my lord; nor shonld I know him, 
Were he in fUTOiir ae is hnmonr aiter'd. 
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So help me every spirit sanctified, 

Aa I hare spoken for you all my best, 

And stood within tiie blank of his displeasure 

For my &ee speech! You most awhile be patient: 

What I can do I will; and more I will 

Than for myself I dare : let that infiSee yon. 

logo. Ib my lord angry? 

BnU. He went hence but now, 

And cerbUnfy in strsnge onqnietness. 

lago. Cui he he angry? I have Been the cannon, ' 
When it hath blown his ranks into the air, 
And, like the deril, from his very arm 
PnfiTd his own brother; — and can he be angry? 
Something of moment, then: I will go meet him: 
There's matter in t indeed, if he be angiy. 

JIM. I prithee, do BO. {Exit logo. 

Something, sure, of state, — 
Either from Venice, or some'nnhateh'd practice 
. , , Made d^onstrable here in Cypms to him , — 
tiw<w»io(ai25ath pndi^ed liis clear spiiit; and in sncli cases 
JviMMi. Men's natnreB wrangle with inferior things, 

Thon^ great ones are th^ ol^ect "Tis even so; 
For let oarfingerache,aQditindnes 
Onr other beaUhM members even to lhat sense 
Of p^; ttt^, we moat think men are not gods. 
Nor of them look for snch ofoserrancy 
J^dil^^Aa fita the bridal. — Besjixew me much, Emilia, 
I was — onhandsome warrior as I am — 
Arraigning his nnUndness with my sool ; 
But now I find I had subom'd the witness, 
And he's indicted falsely. 

EmU. Pray heaven it be state-matters , aa yon think , 
And no conception nor no jealous toy 
Concerning you. 

J>et. Alas the day, I never gave him cause ! 

SmO, Bat jeaioiiB booIb vrill not be answer'd io; 
j They are not ever jeatons for the eanae, 
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But jealoos for they're jealous: 'da a monfiter 
Begot upon itself, bora on itself. 

Des. Heaven keep that monster from Othello's mindl 

SktU. Lady, amen. 

Dm. I irffl go seek him. — Caado, walk hereabout: 
If I do find lihm fit, I'll more yonr snit, 
And seek f effect it to ntteimost. 

Cos. 1 hvmbly thank your ladyship. 

[£beunf Dademona and BmUia. 

Biian. Save yon, friend Candol 

Caa. What make you from home! 

How is it with you, my most fair Bianca? 
r faith, sweet love, 1 was coming to your house. 

Bian. And I waa going to your lodging, Gassio, 
What, keep a week away? seven days and nights? 
Eight score eight hours? and lovers' absent bonis, 
More tedious than the dial eight score times? 

0 weaiy reckoning! 

Cos. Pardon me , Bianca : 

1 have this while with leaden thoughts been press'd; 
But I shall, in a more contiuuate tune. 

Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianca, 

[Gim^ Tier Desdemom^t haadkenAUf. 
Take me this work out. , 

Bian. O Caasio, whence eame this? 

This is Bome token from a newer friend; 
To tlie felt abaence now I feel a canse : 
bteometotUs? WeU,veU. 

Cat. QotofWWianl 
Throw your vile guesses in the devil's teeth. 
From whence you have them. You are jeahmB now 
That this is from some mistress, sinne remembiance; 
No, iu good troth, Bianca. 

Biaa. Why, whose is it? 

Cat. I know not ndfher: I fonnd it in my chamber. 

5 
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1 like the work well: ere it be demanded, — 
Ab like enough it will , — I'd have it copied: 
Take it, and do 't; and leave me for thw lime, 

Bian. Leave you! wherefore? 

Cos. I do attend here on the general; 
And think it no addition, nor my wish. 
To have him see me woman'd. 

Stan. t Whj, Iprayyoa? 

Cat. Not that I love yoa not. 

Bum. But that you do not lore me. 

I pray you, bring me on the way a little; 
And say if I shall see yoa eoon at night. 

Cos. 'Tis bat a little way that I can bring yoa; 
For I attend here : bnt Til see yoa soon. 

Bian. "Tis very good; I mart be drcumatanc'd. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT IV. 
Somral. C^/pna. B^ortihecaaSe. 
Enter Otbsom and Iaoo. 
X(^. WiU yoa tbink so? 



Olh. Think so, lago! 

Togo. What , 

To kiss in private? 

Otk. An unauthoriz'd kiss. 



lago. Or to be nakid with her friend in bed 
An hour or more, not meaning any harm? 

Oih. Nak^d in bed, lago, and not mean harm! 
It is hypocrisy against the devil: 
They that mean virtaoasly and yet do bo , 
The devil their virtne tempts, and they tempt heaven. 

Ii^o. So they do nol^g, 'tis a venial idip: 
Bnt if I give my wife a IcantU^erchlef , — 
Olh. What then? 

/o^. Wfay,then, 'tis here, my lord; and, bdng hers, 
She may, I think, bestow 't on any man. 



SCDICB I.] 



TOE UOOB OF VENICE. 



67 



OOl. She is protectreBS of her honour loo : 
Ua7 she give that? 

logo. Set boaooT is aa essence that's not Been; 
Th^ baTe it very oft that have it not: 
But, fin the handkerafalef, — 

0&. By heaven, I would most ^adlj have fiwgot it: — 
Thou sald'st, — 0, it comes o'er my memo^, 
As doth the raven o'er th' infected house, 
Boding to all, — he bad handkerchief. 

lago. Ay, what of that? 

0th. That's not so good now. 

lago. What, 
If I had said I had seen him do you wrong? 
Or heard him eay, — as knaves be such abroad. 
Who having, by their own importunate suit , 
Or voluntary dotage of some mistress, 
Convinced or supplied them, cannot choose 
But thoy must blab — 

0th. Hath be said any thing? 

lago. He bath, my lord; botbeyoa wellasBOT'd, 
No more than hell nnswear. 

Oa. What bath he said? 

logo. Faith , that be did — I kno v not what be did. 

Olh. What? what? 

lago. Lie — 

Olh. With her? 

lago. WiQi her, on her; what you will. 

0th. Lie with her! lie on herl — ' We say lie on her, when 
they belie her. — Lie wifli herl that's folsome. — Hutdkflp- 
chief — GOnfesnons — handlcerchiefl — To confess, and be 
banged for his labour; — first, to fae hanged, and then to con- 
fess. — I tremble at it. Nature would not invest herself in 
Each shadowing passion without some instmction. It is not 
words that ehake me thus; — pishi — noses, ears, and lips. 
— Is t possible? — Confess — handkerchief I — 0 devil 1 — 
[Folia £n a Iranea. 

logo. Work on, 
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My medicine, work! Thus credulous fools are caugbt; 
And many worthy ami chaste dames even thus, 
All guiltlesa, meet reproach. — What, hoi my lordl 
Urlwd^Iaayl OtheUol 

Enter Gabbio. 
How now, Gasfdol 

Cos. What's the matter? 

Zago. My lord is fall'n into an epilepsy ; 
This is hia second fit; he had one yesterday. 

Caa. Bub him abont the tem]dOB. 

I<^. No, forbear; 

The lethargy must have his quiet course: 
If not, he foams at month, and by and by 
Breaks out to savage madness. Look, he stirs: 
Do you withdraw yourself a little while , 
He will recover straight : when he is gone , 
I would on great occaaon speak with you. [Exit Oassio. 
'Bow is it, gener^? have yon not hurt your head? 

OA. Dost thou mock me? 

logo, Imockyoul no,byheaven. 

Would you would bear your fortune like a man! 

0th. A horned man's a monster and a beast. 

logo. There's many a beast, then , in a populous city, 
And many a civil monster. 

Olh. Did he confess it? 

logo. OooA sir, be a man; 

Think every bearded Mlow that's but yok'd 
May draw with yon : there's milUons now alive 
That nightly lie in those nnproper beds 
Which they dare swear peculiar: your case is better. 
0, tis the spite of hell, tiie fiend's arch-mock, 
To lip a wanton in a secure couch, 
And to suppose her chaatel 14^0, let me know; 
And knowing what I am , I know what she shall be. 

OA. 0, thoD art wise; tie certain. 

loffo. Stand you awliile apart; 
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Confine jOJmdU bat in a patient list 

Whilst yon were here o'erwhelmM with yonr gdef , — 

A pasdoQ most nnfitting such a tnaa, — 

Caaalo came hither: I ^fted him sway, 

And lidd good 'Bcnse upon your ecstasy; 

Bade him anon return, and here speak with me; 

The which he promie'd. Do but encave yonreelf, * a.***". 

And mark the d^rs, the gi^i and notable scorns, tryu^X^t^ 

That dwell in every region « Ids fece; 

For I will make hini teU the tale anew, — 

Where, how, how ofi, how long ago, and when 

He hath, and is again to cope your wift: 

I say, bat mark his geBtnre. Marry, patience; 

Or I shall say yoa're all in all in spleen, 

And nothing of a man. 

0th, Dost thou hear, lago? 

1 will he found most conning in my patience ; 
But — doet thoo hear? — most bloody. 

Jq^. That's not amiss; 

Bnt yet keep time in alL Win you withdraw? 

[OOieUo retires. 

Now will I qaestioB Caado of Bianca, 
A housewife that, 1^ selling her desires, 

Buys herself bread and clothes: it is a creature 

That dotes on Cassio, — as 'tis the stnunpef b plague 

To beguile many and be beguil'd by one: — 

He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain 

From the excess of laughter: — here be comes: — 

Afl he shall smile , Othello shall go mad; 

And bis unbookish jealousy must construe 

Poor Cassio's smiles, gestures, and light behaviour. 

Quite in the wrong. 

Re-enter Cissio. 
How do you now, licutenaut? 
Cat. The worser that you |^ve me the addition 
AVhose want even kilts me. 

itgo. Ply Desdemosa well, and you are sore oa \. 
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Now, if tliia Buit lay in Bianca'a power , [Speakmff lower. 
How quickly ehoald you speedl 

Cat. Alas, poor caitiff! 

•0tk.[a3ide\ Look, how he laugliB alreadyl 

logo. I never knew a woman love man so. 

Cos. AI»s, poor roguel I think, i' faith, she lorea me. 

0th. [aside] Now Le denies it faintly, and laughs it Out 

lago. Do you hem, CiiesioV 

0th. [aside] Kow he importuneB him 

To tell it o'erj — go to; well stud, well said. 

Ii^, She gives it out &a,t you shall many hets 
Do yon intend it2 

Cat. Ha,ha,hal 

Otk. [aside] Do you triumph, Boman? do yon trhunph? 
Cos. I marry herl — what, a cuBtomerl Prithee, bear 
some charity to my wit; do not think it so unwholesome: — 

ha, ha, ha! 

Olh,[aside] So, bo, so, bo: — they laugh that win. 

laffo. Faith , the cry goes that you shidi many her. 

Cat. Prithee , Bay true. 

lago. I am a very villain else. 

0th. [aside] Have you scored me? Well. 

Cos. This ia the monkey's own giving out: she is per- 
suaded I will many her, out of her own love and flattery, 
not out of my promise. 

0th. [aside] lago beckons me; now he begins the story. 

Cos. She was here even now; she haunts me in every 
place. I was, the other day, talking on the sea-bank yntii 
cert^ Venetians; and thither comes tiie bauble^ and falls 
me thus about my neck, — 

Olh, [aside] Crying "0 dear Casaiol" aa it were: bis 
gesture imports it. 

Cos. So bangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me; so hales 
and pulls me: — ha, ha, hal 

Olh. [aside] Now he tells how she plucked him to my 
chamber. O, I see that nose of yours, bnt not that dog I 
shall throw it to. 
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Cos. Well , I must leave her conqtany. 

logo. BefiMce mel look, when eia comes. n 
Cat. Tia snch another fitdbewl marry, a perfiimed one. tMS^^fij 

Enter Biahoa. 
Wbat do you mean by this h&nndng of me? 

Bian. Let the devil and his dam hannt yonl What did 
yon mean by QaA same handkeichief yon gave me even now? 
I wassfine fool to take it. I most take out tiie work? — A 
likely piece of work, that yoa should find it in your chamber, 
and not know who left it tiierel This ia eome minx's token, 
and I must take out the work? There, — give it your hobby- 
horse: wheresoever you had it, I'll take out no work on't 
Cos. How now, my sweet Blancal how now! how nowl 
0th, [aside\ By heaven, that should be my handkerchief I 
Bian, An you'll eome to supper to-night, you may; an 
you will not, come when you are next prepared for. [ExiL 
lago. After her, after her, 

Cos. Faith , I must; she'll r^ in the street else. -[on. OnfAA-j^a, 
logo. Will you sup there? " I 
Cos. Yes, I intend so. 

logo. Well, Imay ehanee to see yoa; finrl would veiy 
^n speak with yoa. 

Caa. Prithee, come; will you? 

lago. <jto to; say no more. [Exit Caaao, 

Otk. [coming forward How shall I murder him, lago? 
Jago. Did you perceive how he laughed at hia vice? 
0th, Olago! 

logo. And did you see the handkerchief? 
0th. Was that mine? 

logo. Yours, by this band; and to see how he prizes the 
foolish woman your wife I she gave it him, and he hath given 

it his whore. 

0th. I would have him nine years a-killiug. — A fine wo- 
manl a&urwoman! asweetwomanl 
If^o. Nay, you must forget that 
Oih. Ay, let her rot, and perish, and be damned to-night; 
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for she ehall not lire: no, my heart is turned to stone; I 
strike it, and it hurts mj hand. — O, the world hath not a 
sweeter creature: she might lie by an emperor's side, and 
command h'"* tasks. 

logo. Hay, that's not your way. 

0&. Hang herl I do but say what she is: — so delicate 
with her needle! — anadmiraUe mnsiciaal 0, she will sing 
the savagenefls ont (Hf a bearl — of so high and plenteois wit 
and inrentitml — 

logo. She's the wmse &r all this. 

0&. 0, a thonsand-thoosand times: — and then, of so 
gentle a condidon! 

loffo. Ay, too gentle. 

0th, Nay, that's certain: — bat yet the pity of it, lagot 
0 lago , the pity of it, lago ! 

lago. If yon are so fond over her iniquify, gire her patent 
I to offend; for, if it toach not yon, it comesnear nobodj. 

«*Wn«a-«. Ort. I will chop her into mMsesj — caciaddmel 
v«*««^ ^ago. 0, 'tis foul in her. 

0th. With mine offieerl 
If^o, That's fouler. 

OA. Get me some poison, lago; Uuiiught: — 111 not ex- 
postolato witti her, lest her body and beanfy nnptovide my 
mind again ; — this night , lago. 

logo. Do it not with poison, strangle her in her bed, even 
the bed she hath contaminated. 

0th. Good, good: the justice of it pleases: very good. 

logo. And for Casaio, — let me be his ondertaker: you 
sball hear more hy midnie^t. 

OA. Excellent good. [Ainmpetwi&ia.] Whattmmpet 
istiLatsame? 

/f^o. SomeOtingfromVei^, snre. Tis Lodorico 
Come from the dnke: and, tee, yonrwifb is with him. 

Eater LoDonco, Dbboehoha, and AttNidanta. 
Xod. Save yon, worthy general! 
OA. With all my heart, Or. 



BcmnL] 



IBS HOOB O? TEINIOB. 



73 



Lod. The doke and senatore of Venice greet yon. 

[Gives iim a packet 
Oik. I kiss th.e instruiaeiit of their pleaBores. 

[Opens ^packa, and reads. 
Bea. And what's the news, good conain Lodovico? 
logo. I am veiy glad to see yon, sigmor; 
Welcome to Qyprus. 

Lod. I thank yon. Hovr does Lieutenant Caesio? 
logo. Lives, sir. 

Des. Consin, there's fall'n between him and my lord 
An unkind breach: but you ehall make all well. 
0th. Are you sure of that? 
Des. My lord? 

Oih.\read3\ "This ful yon not to do, as you will — " 

lad. He did not call: he's busy in the paper. 
Is there division 'twixt my lord and Cassio? 

Des. A most unhappy one: I would do much 
T' atone them, for the lore I bear to Cassio. 

00. F!ie and btimstcmel 

Da. Hy lord? 

Ofh. Are you wise V 

Den. What, is he angry? 

Lod. Maj be the letter mov'd him ; 

For, as I think, they do command him home, 
Depnthig Cassio in his gOTermnent. 

J3e3. Trust me, I am glad on t. 

Olh. Indeed 1 

Ikg. My lord? 

Oth. I am glad to see you mad. 

Des. Why, sweet OtheUo, ~ 

Oth. DerUl {SHJat^ier. 

Da. I have not deserv'd this. 

Lod. My lord, this would not be he]iev*d In Veidoe, 
Though I shotdd swear I saw 't: 'tis veiy much: 
Make her amends; she weeps. 

OA. 0 devil, devOI 

If that tiie ear& could teem witlt woman's tean, J/miu' 
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Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile. — 
Out of my nghtl 

X)es. I mil not stay t' offend you. [Going. 

Lod. Trnly, an obedient lady: — 
I do beseech your lordship, call her back. 

OA. Mistoesal 

Dea. My lordV 

OA, What vould yoa iritit hec, sir? 

Zod. Who'll nor lord? 

Oik. Ay; yon did viah that I would make her turn: 
she can turn, and torn, and yet go on, 
And tnm again; and she can weep, sir, weep; 
And she's obedient, as yoa say, — obedient, — 
Veiy obedient — Proceed you in your tears — 
Concerning ihis, sir, — 0 irell-painted paaaioni — 
I am oommnded home. — Get you away; 
111 send for you anon. — Sir, I ob^ the mandate, 
And will return to Venice. — Hence, avaunt! 

[Exit Desiemona. 
Casuo fiball have my place. And, air, to-night 
I do entreat that we may sup together: 
You're welcome, eir, to Cypma. — Goats and monkeyal 

[Exit. 

Lod. Is this the noble Moor whom oar fiill senate 
Call all-in-all BoEScient? — Is this the nature 
Whom passion could not shake? whoso solid Tirtue 
The shot of accident, nor dart of chance, 
Could neither graze nor pierce? 

logo. Ho is much chang'd. 

Zod. Are his wits safe? is he not light of brain? 

logo. He 's that he is: I may not breathe my censure. 
What he might be, — if, what he might, he la not, — 
I would tO'h«aTen he werel 

Zod. What, strike his wife I 

I<^. Faith, that was not so well; yet woohl I knew 
^nut Btcoka woidd prove the worsti 

Lod. Is it bis use? 
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Or did the latteru work upon hia blood, 
And iiflw*ei:eate this f aultV 

It^. Alas, abul 

It is not iLonesfy in me to speak 

What I have seen and known. You shall observe him; 
And his own conxses will denote him so, 
That I may save my speech: do hut go after, 
And mark how he condnDee. 

Zod. Vm eorrj that Z am deceiv'd in him. [Exeml. 

Sfl«8BlL A room m the cattle. 
Enter OiHBuo and EuLU. 
OA. You hare seen nothing, then? 
Emil. Nor ever heard, nor ever did suspect. 
Olh. Yea, you have Been Caesio aud she together. 
A'f/Hi. But then I saw uo harm, and tlicn I heavd 
Eacli syllable that breath made up between tbem. 
Olh. What, did they nerei whisper? 
EiaiL Never, my lord. 

0th. Nor send you out o' the way? 
^nil. Never, 

Oth, To fetoh her fan, her i^ves, ber mask, nor notiung? 
Emit. Never, my lord. 
Olh. That's strange. 

Emil. I durst, my lard, to wager she is honest, 
Lay down my eouI at stake: if you think other, 
itemove your thought, — it doth abuse your bosom. 
If any wretch have put this in your head, 
Let heaven requite it with the serpent's ouisel 
For, if she be not honest , chaste , and tme. 
There's no man happy ; the purest of their wives 
la foul as slander. 

Olh. Bid her come Iiither: — go. [Exit Emilia, 

She says enough; — yet she's a simple bawd 
That cannot say as much. This is a subtle whore, 
A doset-lock-and-key of TitlaiuniB secieta: 
And yet shell kneel and pray; I've seen ber do% 
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Enter Dbbdkuoka wtlTt Euhja. 
Det. My lord, what is your will? 

(Mi, Pray, chuck, come hitber. 

jOes. What ie your pleasure ? 

Oth. Let me see your eyes; 

Look in my &ce. 

Det, What horrible fancy 'e this? 

Oth. [to Emilia] Some of yonr functioii, mietressj 
Leave procreanta alone, and shut the door; 
Cough, or cry "hem," if any body come: 
Totir mystery, your mystery; — nay, dispatch. [Ezit^tSia. 

DtB. XTptui nxj knees, irhat doOi your speech import? 
I understand a fury in yonrirords , 
But not the words. 

Oih. Why, what art thou? 

Dm. Tout wife, my lord; your true 

And loyal wife. 

Oth. Come, swear it, damn thyself; 

Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils themselves 
Should fear to seize thee: therefore he double-damn'd, — 
Swear thou art honest. 

Dea. Heaven dofli truly know it 

OA. Heaven truly knom that thou art &lBe as helL 

Dea. To whom, my lord? with whom? how am I false? 

Oth. Ah, Desdemon! — away! awayl away! 

Des. Alas the heavy day I — Why do you weep? 
Am I the motive of these tears, my lord? 
If haply you my father do Hnapeet 
An instrument of this your calling back , 
Lay not your blame on me: if you have lost him, 
Why, I have lost him too. 

Oth. Had it pleaa'd heaven 

To try me with affliction; had they rain'd 
All kinds of sores and shames on my bare head; 
Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips; 
Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes; 
I should have found in some place of my soul 
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A drop of patience; but, alaa, to mate me 
A SxkA figure for the time of scom 
To point his slow uiunoving finger &tl — 
Yet could I bear that too; well, veqr well: 
Bat there , where I have gaj:ner*d op heart, 
"Where dther I must live, or bear noUfb, — 
The fotmtain from the which my current runs , 
Or ebe driea up; to be discarded thence! 
Or keep it as a cistern for foul toads 
To knot and gender in! — torn thy eomplesion there, 
Patience, thou young and loae-lipp'd cherubin, — 
Ay, there, look grim as belli 

Det. I hope vaj noble lord esteems me honest. 

0th. 0, ay; as summer flies are in the shambles, 
That quicken even with blowing, 0 thou weed, 
Who art so lovely fair, and'smell'st so sweet, 
That the sense aches at thee , — would thou hadst ne'er bees 
bom! 

Dea. Alas, what ignorant sin have 1 committed? 

0th. Was this ftar paper, this most goodly book, 
Uade to write "whore" upon? What conmiittedl 
Gominlttedl — 0 thou public commoner! 
I Bhould make fbi^ei of my cheeks, 
That would to (undera bum up modestf , 
Did I but speak thy deeds. — What committed ! 
Heaven stops the nose at it, aad the moon winks ; 
The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets. 

Is hush'd widiin the hoUpw mine of earth, iaM^o^ i^i/^ifooA: 
And will notuear it. --What committed I — 
Impudent stgnm^I 

Del. By heaTeu, you do me wrong. 

Olh. Are not you a strumpet? 

Bet. No, as I am a Chriatian: 

If to preserve Que vessel for my lord 
From any other fool unlawful tooch. 
Be not to be a atnimpet, I am none. 

OA. Wbat, not a whore? 
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[act IT. 



Da. K 
Otk. la 't pOBBible? 
Des. 0, heaven forgive us! 
Otk. 



No, as I shall be saVd. 



1 07 70a meiej, then: 



I took 70a for that ctuining whore of Venice 
That nuinied with Othello. — Yoa, mistress, 
That have the office c^odte to Saint Peter, 
And keep the gate of hell! 

Se-mter Ewua. 

Yon, you, ay, you! 
We've done our course ; there's money for yonr pfuna : 
I pray yoa, torn the key, and keep our counsel. \ExO. 

Emil. Alas, what does this gentleman conceive? — 
How do yoUf madam? how do 70a, vay good lady? 
Des. Faith, half adflep. 

1^7. Gtood madam , what's the matter vith my lord? 
ne». Vfithwho? 

Emil. Why, with my lord , madam. 
Dea. Who is thy lord? 

Emil. He that is yonrs , sweet lady. 

J)e$, I have none: do not talk to me, Emilia; 
I cannot weep; nor answer have 1 none, 
But what should go by water. Prithee, to-night 
Iiay on my bed my wedding sheets, — remember; — 
And call thy husband hither. 

Emil. Here's a change indeed! [Exit. 



lago. What IB your pleasure, madam? Howis'twitbyoa? 

Des. I cannot tell. Those that do teach young babea 
Do it with gentle means and easy tasks: 
He might have chid me bo; for, in good faith, 
I am a child to chiding. 
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lago. What's the matter, lad;? 

Emil. Alas, lago, my lord hath so bewhor'd her, 
Thrown sach despite and heavy tenmi upon her, 
As true hearts eaimot bear. 

De$. Am Xtiiat name, lago? 

logo. What name, tail lady? 

Dea. Such as she says my lord did say I was. 
Emil. He call'd her whore: a beggar in bis drink 
Could not have laid such terms upon his Cftllat. 
laga. Why did he so? 

Da. 1 do not know; Vm sure I am none such. 

logo. Do not veep, do not weep: — alas tilie dayl 

EmB. Hath she fonook so many noble matches, 
Her &ther, and her conntry, and her friends , 
To be call'd whore? would it not make one weep ? 

Dm. It ia n^ wretched fortune. 

lago. Beshrew him for 't! . Jiafi^iio 

How comes this trick upon him? 

Des. Nay, heaven dolli know. 

Emil. I will be hang'd, if some etranal villain, 
Some busy and insinuating rogue, 

Some cog^Dg, cozeningajave, to get some ofiEoe, iMOt^ 
Have not dcvis'd this slander; IH be hang'd else. g 

lago. Me, 
There's no such man; it is impossible. 

Des. If any such there be, heaven paxdon him! , 

Emil. A h^ter pardon him! and bdl gnaw his bones! ^th^'vO 
Why should he call her whore? who keeps her company? J ^ 
What place? what time? what form? what likelihood? 
TheSfoor'a abns'd by Bome most villanous knave, 
Some base notorious knave, some scmry fellow: — 
0 heaven, that such companions thou dst unfold, " 
And put in every honest hand a whip 
To l^h the rascals naked through the world 
Even from the east to the west! 

logo. Speak within door. 

' .£!ntl. 0, fie upon them! Some such squire he was 
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That tuni'd your wit tiie aeamy side without, 
And made you to sospect me with the Ifoor. 

logo. You are 8 fool; go to. 

Dea. AltLs, lago, 

What shall I do to win my lord again? 
Good Mend, go to him; for, by this light of heavoif 
I know not how I lost him. Here I kneel: — 
If e'er my will did trespaBS 'gainst hie love , 
Either in discourse of thought or actual deed; 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any sense, 
Delighted them in any other form; 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 
And ever will — though he do shake me off 
To beggarly divorcement — love him deariy, 
Comftort fozawear me I UnkindneBs may do mnch; 
And his nnkindness may defeat my life, 
But never taint my love. I cannot say "whore," — 
It does abhor me now I speak the word; 
To do the act that might th' addition earn 
Not the world's mass of vanity could mtike mc. 

logo, I pray yon, be content; 'tis but his humour: 
The badness of the state does him ofibnoe , 
At^ lie does dilde with yoo. 

De». If twere no other, — 

lago. Tis bnt so, I warrant. [ZVunyMto vflUi. 

Ha^, how these instmments smnmw to snppeil 
The messengers of Veniise stay the meat; 
G)o in, and weep not; all tlungs shall be weU. 

\Sx«ujaDe9dmmmamdSki^Ua. 

Bnier Bodbbioo. 

How now, Boderigol 

Rod. I do not find that thou dealest justly with me. 
X)^o. What in the contrary? 

Sod. Every day Ihou daffeat me with some device , lago ; 
and ta&er, as it seems to me now, keepest from me all con- 
Tenleac7 ^an suppUest me with the least advantage of bn^. 
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I trill, indeed, no longer endure it; nor am 1 yet pereiiaded 
to put np in peace what already I have fooliehly Buffered. 

logo. Will yoa hear me, Roderigo? 

Rod. Faith, I have heard too much; £» yoar wozds and 
performances are no kin togetlier. 

lago. You charge me moat iinjuatly. 

Rod, With naught but truth. I have wasted myself out 
of my means. The jewels you have had from me to deliver 
to DoBdemona would half have corrupted a votarist: yon have 
told me she hath received them, and returned me ezpecta- 
tioQs and comfbrto of sudden reqiect and acqaaintimee; bat 
I find none. 

logo. Well; goto; verywelL 

Rod. Very well! go tol I cannot go to, man; nor tlBDOt 
very well: nay, I think it is scmrvy, imd begin to find myself 

fopped in it. WwU*aC 
lago. Very well. 

Rod. I tell you 'laa not very well. I will make n^elf 
known to Desdemona: if she will return me my jewels, Iirill 
give over my suit, and repent my unlawful soUoitalbm; if 
not, assure yoniself I will seek satisfaction of yon. 

logo. Yon have add now. 

Rod, Ay, and said nothing but what I protest intendment 
of ddng. 

logo. Why, now I see there's mettle in thee; and even ^inii fo 
from this instant do build on thee a better opinion than ever I " 
before. Give me thy hand, Boderigo : thou haet taken against 
me a most just exception; bat yet, I protest, I have dealt 
most directly in tby affair. 

Rod. It hath not appeared. 

lago, I grant, indeed, it hath not appeared; and your 
suspicion is not without wit and jodgmetit. But, Boderigo, 
if thou hast that in thee indeed , which I have greater reaaon 
to believe now than ever, — I mean purpose, courage, and 
valour, — this night show it: if thou tiie next night following 
ei^oy not Desdemona, take me from this worid irith treachery, 
and devise ei^es tot my lift. 

6 
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Rod. Well , what is it? is it widun reason and compass? 

logo. Sir, there is especial commission c<nne from Venice 
to depute Cassio in Othdlo's place. 

Bad. Is that tnie? vby, then Othello and jDesdenma 
retnin agtdn to Yenioe. 

lago. 0,no; he goes into Manritania, and takes away witti 
him the fair Desdemooa, unless hia ahode be lingered hare hy 
Rome accident: wherein none can be so determinate as ttifl 
removing of Cassio. 

Rod. How do yon mean , remoying of him? 

Ii^o. Why, by making him uncapable of Othello's place, 
— knocking out his brains. 

Rod. And that you would have me to do? 

Jo^o. Ay, if you dare do yourself a profit and a right. Ha 
BUpB to-night with a harlotry, and thither mil I go to faim; — 
he knows not yet of his honourable fortune. If you will watch 
hia going thence, — which I will fashion to fall out between 
twelve and one, — you may take him at your pleasure : I will 
be near to second your attempt, and he shall fall between us. 
Come, stand not amazed at it, but go along with me; I will 
show yon such a necessity in hia death , that yon shall think 
yourself bound to put it on him. It is now high suppei^time, 
and the night grows to waste: about it, 

jRod I will hear further reason for this. 

lojfo. And you shall be saliBfied. [BtemU 

ScBSB m. Another room in the coBtle, 
Enter Othxllo, Lodovico, Dbhobuosa, Eutua, and Attendants. 

Lod. I do beseech you, sir, trouble yonrsslf no further. 

Otk. 0, pardon me; twill do me good to walk. 

Lad. Madam, good lu^; I hnmbly tliank your ladyship. 

Det. Your fatmonr U moit ireleome. 

Ott. WiU you walk, wt ? — 

0, — Desdemona, — 

Da. Jfybuil 
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OA. Get yoD to bed on the instant; I will be returned 
fbrttiwiUi: diraniBB yam ttttendant there; look 't be done. 

Dti. I will, mj lord. [Ex^nt Oik., Lod., and Attend. 

EmS. How goes it now? be looks gentler than lie did. 

Des. He soya he will return inooiitineiit: 
He bath commanded me to go to bed, 
And bade me to dismiss you. 

Emil. Dismiss me I 

Des. It was his bidding; therefore, good EmiUa, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu: 
We muBt not now displease hhn. 

Emil, I would you had never seen him! 

Des, So would not I : my love doth bo approve him , 
That even his atubbomness, bis checks, bis &owns, — 
Fritbee , unpin me , — have grace and fitvout in Ibem. 

Emil. I've Itud those sheets you bade me on the bed. 

Des. All's one. — Good faith, how foolish are our miudsl — 
If I do die before thee, prithee, ehroud me 
In one of those same sheets. 

£>nti. Come, come, you talk. 

Des. My mother had a maid call'd Barbara: 
She was in love; and he she lov'd prov'd mad, 
And did forsake her; she had a song of "willow;" 
An old thing 'twas , but it express'd her fortune , 
And she died siugiag it; that song io-night 
Will not go bom my mind; IVe much to do, 
But to go hang my head all at onfl ude, 
And sing it like poor Barbara. — Fritbee, dispatch. 

Emil. Shall I go fetch your night-gown? 

Des. No, uspia me here. — 

This Lodovico is a proper man. 

J^nil. A very handsome man. 

Dm. He spwks well. 

EimL I know a lady in Venice would hare walked bare- 
foot to Palestine for a toaoh of IUb nether lip. , 
Des. Jiepoor soul sai sighing £jr a sscamare trte, [Sitgiag. 
Singaltagreenw^oWf 
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Her hand on her bosom, her head on her knee, 

Sing willow, willow, willow: 
The freak etreama ran by her, and mumur'tJ her moans; 

Sing willow, willow, willow; 
Her sqU tears fell from her, andtoftetidiheitmes; — 
Lay by these: — 

Sing willow, willow, wUbMo; {Staging. 
Prithee, bie thee; hell come anon: — 

Sing all a green willow miut be my garland. [Staging, 
Zet nobody blame him; his scorn I throve, — 
Nay, that's not next — HarkI who ie't that knocks? 
Ehitil. It's the wind. 

Des. I call'd my love false love; hil what said he thenf 

Si^ toillaa, willow, viiilow: [Smging. 
If I court man women, gotCU couch aUk moremen. — 
So, get thee gone; good n^ht Mine eyos do itch; 
Doth that bode weeping? 

En^ 'Tis neither here nor there. 

Dea. I've heard it said so. — 0, these men, these men! — 
Dost thon in conscience thi-nlc ^ — tell me , Emilia , — 
That there be women do abuse their husbands 
In each gross kind? 

BmU, There be some snch, no qnestiini. 

Dea. Wonldst thon do snob a deed for all the world? 

Emil. Why, would not you? 

Des. No , hy this heavenly Ugbt 1 

Emil. Nor I Deither by this heavenly light; I m^it dot 
as well i' the dark. 

Dea. Wonldst thou do snch a deed fiir aD tiie world? 

EmS. The world's a huge thing: 
It is a great price 
For a sm^ vice. 

Det. In. troth, I ttiink thon wouldst not. 

BmiL In tosQi, I tUnk I ehonld; and undo 't when I had 
done. iSaxiy, I would not do snch a thing for a joint-ring, 
nor fbr measures oflawn, nor tor gowns, petticoats, nor caps, 
nor any petty exhibition; bnt, tot the whole worid, — w^, 
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who tronld not make her hoshand a cnckold to make him a 
monarch? I ahonhl venture purgatory for 't. 

Det. Beahrew mc , if I would do meh a wrong 
For the whole world. 

EaiU. Why, the wrong is bat a wrong i' the wtald; and 
faaving the world for your labour, 'tis a wrong in yonr own 
world , and you might quickly make it right. 

Da. I do not think there is any such woman. 

Sa^, Yes, a dozen ; and aa ma^y to Vka vantage as woold 
store the world they played for. 
Bat I do think It ia their husbands' ibolts 
If wives do fall: say that they slack their duties, 
And pour our treasnrea into foreign laps; 
Or else break out in peevish jealouaies, 
Throwing restraint upon us; or say they strike us, 
Or scant our formei- having in despite; 
Why, we have galls; and though we have some grace, 
Yet have we some revenge. Let husbands know 
Their wives have sense Uke them: they see, and smell. 
And have their palates both for sweet and sour, 
Aa husbands have. What is it that they do 
When they change OS for others? Isitsport? 
I think it la: and do& afllBotioa breed it? 
I think it doth: is t firaUfy that thua errs? 
It Is BO too; — and have not wa affections^ 
Desires for sport, and ^ailly, aa men have? 
Then let them use us well; else let them know, 
The ills we do, their ills instruct us ao. 

Det. Good night, good night: heaveB me ench uses send, 
Nottoidekbadfrombsd, botby hadmendl [BumL 

ACT V. 
Scene I. Qrprua. A street. 
&it«r Iaso end Boobbigo. 
Zago. Here, sta^dbehindthisbnlk; etraightwillbeeome; 
Wear thy good rapier bare, and pot it bomei 
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OTHELLO, 



[lOT V. 



Quick, quick; fear nothing; I'll be atthf elbowt 
It makes ua, or it mass ua; think on tliat, 
And fix most firm thy lesolution. 

Rod. Be near at hand; I may nuBCony in t 

logo. Here, at thy hand: be bold, and take thy stand. 

l^Hra to a UtUe d&taaee. 

Bad. I bare no great derolion to the deed ; 
And yet be bafb ^en me satisfying reasons : — 
Tis bntamangone: — fortti, my sword; he dies. 

[Goes to Jus stand 

logo. Fre mbb'd this yotfng qnat almost to the sense. 
And be grows aogi^. Now, whether be kill Caeslo , 
Or Cassio him , or eacb do Idll the ottier, 
Every way makca my gain: live Boderigo, 
He calls mo to a restitution large 
Of gold and jewela that I bobb'd from him, 
As gifts to Desdemoaa; 
It must not be : if Cassio do remain , 
He hath a daily beauty in his life 
That makes me ugly; and, besides, the Moor 
Hay nnfold me to him; there stand I in mneh peril; 
No, he must die: — be'tso: I bear bim coming. 

Stttr Cabbio. 

Rod. I know his gait, 'tis he. — Villain, thon diesti 

{Rushes from his post, and makes a past at Casdo. 
Cos. That thrust had been mine enemy indeed, 
But that my coat is better than thou know'st: 
I will make proof of thine. [Draws, and aamdt Soda^o. 
Rod. 0, 1 am slainl 

[Xaffo rushes from his post, cuts Qutio hehmditt 
the leg, and exit. 
Cat. I'm maim'd for ever. — Kelp, hoi murder! mnzderl 
[FiilU. 

Enter Othki.lo, at some distance. 
(Mb. Tbe ycAee of Caario: — lago keeps bis word. 
Rod 0,TiIlainthatIaml 
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OA. It is even bo. 

Git, O,lielp,faol lightl aeurgeonl 
OA. TiB he : — 0 brave lago , hoaest and jnsC, 
That hast sncb noble sense of th^ Meed's wrong 1 
Thoa teachest me: — Miniou, yonr dear lies dead, 
And your unblest fate hi^ee: Btruinpet, I cornel j 
Forth of my heart thoae charms, thine eyea, are blotted; 
Thy bed lust-stain'd ahall with luefa blood be spotted. [Exit. 

Enter Lodovico and Gbatiano, at some Stance. 
Ca». What, bol no watch? no passage? morderl mnrderl 
Ora. Tig aoaie migehaaee ; the 07 is Tery direfiiL 
Cob. 0,helpl 
lad. Hark! 

Rod. 0 wretched villain 1 

Lod. Two or three groan: — it is a heavy night: 
These may be counterfeits: let's think't nnsafe 
To come in to the cry vrithout more help. 

Rod, Nobody come? then shall I bleed to death. 

Xod. Harkt 

Cha. Here's one comes in his shirt, irith light and weapons. 

Re-enter Iago , w&h a Ugkt. 
logo. Who's there? whose moM is this that cnes on 

murder? 
Lod. We do not know. 

logo. Did not yon hear a cry? 

Cm, Here, here! for heaven's uke, help me I 

logo. What's the matter? 

Ora. This is Othello's ancient, as I take it. 

Lod. The same indeed; a very valiant fellow. 

logo. What are you here that cry ao grievously? 

Caa, Iago? 0, I'm spoii'd , undone by viLLainsl 
Q-ive me some help. 

Iago. 0 me , lieutenant I what villains have done flils ? 

Gia. I think that one of them is hereabout , 
And oannot make away. 
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OIHBULO, 



[lOTT. 



logo. 



0 treatdiflroiu villunal — 



What are yoa tiiere? come £a, and gire some Iietp< 



Rod. 0 danm'd lagol O inhuman dog! 
logo. Kill men i' tlie dark! ~ Where be these Uoody 
thieves? — 

How eOent is this town! — Ho! mnrderl mnrder! — 
What may you be ? are you of good or evil? 

Zod. As yoa Bhall prove ns , praise ns. 

lago. Signior Lodovico? 

Lod. He, sir. 

logo. I cry you mercy. Here's Cassio fanit by nllfdna. 

Gra. CasBioI 

lago. How is't, brother? 

Cos. My leg is cut in two. 

Sago. Marry, heaven forbid! — 

Light, gentlemen: — I'll bind itwiflimy shirt. 

Enter Buhoa. 

Bian. What is the matter, ho? who^ist that cried? 

/offo. Who ia't that cried 1 

Bum. O my dear Cassiot my sweet Cassio! 
0 Cassio, Cassio, Cassio 1 

logo. O notable stmmpet! — Cassio, may you suspect 
Who they should be that have thus mangled you? 

Ciu. No. 

Qra. Vm. sorry to find you thus: I've been to seek you. 

logo. Lend me a garter: — so. — 0, ibr a chair, 
To b«ir him easily hence! 

Bum. Alas,hefkintol — 0 Casmo, CaeeiOf Cassio! 

logo. denUemen all , I do enspeet thiB traah 
To be a party in this injury. — 
Patience av^e, good Caado. — Come, come; 



[To £odoDH» and Gfratuma. 



Rod. 0, help me herel 
Cat. Tfaa^BOneofthem. 



0 nmrderoiu slave! OvilUiinl 
IStaba Boder^, 
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Lend me a light. — Know we this face or no? 
Alaa, my Mend and my dear counti^man 
Roderigo? no: — yee, sure; 0 heaTen! Boderigo. 

Gra. What, of Venice? 

loffo, Eren lie, dr: did you know him? 

Ora. Know himi ay. 

logo, ffignior Qratiano? I cry yon gentle pardon; 
These bloo^ accsdmts mart ezonse my manners. 
That so neflleoted yoo. 

Ora. I'm ^bA to see yon. 

logo. How do yon, Ca^o? — 0, aohair, a duurl 

Ora. Bodetigol 

I<^o. He, he, tis he. — [A ehtm- irm^ m.] 0, that's well 
said: — Ihe dhair: — 

Some good man bear him oarefiiUy from hence ; 

III fetoh the general's snrgeon. — [Ih Bimea] For yon, mis- 
tress, 

Save you your labour. — He that lies here, Cassio, 
Waa my dear &iend: what malice was between you? 

Cos. None in the world; nor do I know the man. 

lago. [lo Bianco] What, look you pale? — 0, bear him out 
o' tb' air. — [Catsio and Roder^o are home off". 
Stay you, good gentlemen. — Look yoQ pale, mistress? 
Do you perceive the gastneas of her eyo? — 
Nay, if you stare, we shall hear more anon. — 
Behold her well; I pray yon, look upon her: 
Do you see, gentlemen? nay, guiltiness iriU speak. 
Though tongnes were out of use. 

Enter "EaauiL. 

EmiL 'Lm , what's the matter? vha^s the matter, hiu< 

band? 

lago. Cassio hath here been set on io the dark 

By Hodeiigo, and felloira that are scap'd: 

He's ahnort slain, and Boderigo dead. 

JBmiL Alas, good gentlemani alas, good Cassiol 
logo. This IB the fniit of whoring. — Prithee, Emilia, 
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[AOTT. 



Go ktunr of Casaio where he scpp'd to-night. — 

[Ta Biaaea] What, do yon shake at that? 

Bian. He snpp'd at my house ; bat I flierefore shake not 

1(^0. 0, did he so? I charge joa, go with me. 

Emil. Fie, fie upon tliee, strump^I 

Bian. 1 am no Btrumpet; but of life as honest 

As yoa that thus abuse me. 

Smil. Asit fidil fiei^oatheel 

logo. Kind genflemen, let's go see poor Cosrio dress'd. — 

[To Bimca] Gome, mlatress, 70a must tell 's ano&er tale. — 

Emilia , run 70U to the citadel , 

And tell my lord and lady what hath happ'd. — 

Will you go on afore? — [Aside] This is the night 

That either makes me or fordoes me quite. [Exeimt. 

Semsa LE. A bedchamber in the castle: DssiHElloaA in itd 

asleep; a light burning. 

Enter Othello. 
0&. It is ibe cause, it is the cause, my soul, — 
Let me not name it to you, yon chaste staisl — 
It is the cause. — Yet I'll not shed her blood; 
Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow, 
And smooth as monumental alabaster. 
Yet she must die, else she'll betray more men. — 
Put out the light , — and then put out thy light: 
If I qucncli thee , thou flaming minister, 
I can again thy former light restore, 
Should I repent me: — but once pat out thy light, 
Thoa cunning'st pattern of eicelling nature, 
I know not where is that Promethean heat 
That can thy light relume. When I have pluck'd the rose, 
I cannot ^ve it vital growth again, 
It needs most witlier: — 1% smeD it on the tree. — 

[Kiaiinff Aer. 

0 baln^ InreaHi, that dost almost pereoade 

Justice to break her sirordl — Chiemore, one mote: — 
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Be thus when thou art dead, aad I will kill thee, 
And love thee after: — one more, and that's the last: 
So sweet was ne'er so fatal. I must weep, 
fiat tiiey ate cmel teats: this soirow'e hearaily; 
It strikes whero it doQi lore. — She wakes. 
Des. Who's there? Othello? 
OA. Ay, Deadeoiona. 

Det, Win jaa come to bed, my lord? 
OA, Have yoa ptay'd to-night, Desdemon? 
Da. Ay, my lord. 

Oth, If you bethink yonraelf of any crime 
Unreconcil'd aa yet to heaven and grace , 
Solicit for it straight. 

Des. Alack, my lord, what may you mean by that? 
Olh. Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by: 
I would not kill thy unprepared spirit; 
No , — heaven forfend I — I would not kill thy soul. 
Ita. Talk yoa of killing? 



OA. Ay, I do. 

Oet. Then heaven 

Have mercy on mel 

Oth, Amen, wifli all n^ hearti 



Dm, If jm say bo, I hope you will not kill me. 
Olh. Hnml 

Dat. And yet I fear yoa; for you're &tal dien 
When your ^es roll bo: why I should fbar I know not, 
gtoUineBB I know not; hatyetlfiaellftar. 
Oth. Think on thy dns. 

Det, They're lores I bear to yon. 

Oth. Ay,andfi>rihat£hoadiest 

Det. That death's mmatmal that kUb fi» loving. — 
Alas, why gnaw yon so yonr nether lip? 
Some bloody passion shakes your veiy &ame: 
ThesQ are portents; but yet I hope, I hope, 
They do not point on me. 

Olh. Peace, and be sttlll 

i>es. I win 80. Whafa the matter? 
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[aott, 



Oft. That handkerchief which I ao lor'd and gsre thee 
Than gav'st to Caseio. 

De». NOjbymylifeandwHilI 
Send for the man, and ask him. 

0th. Sweet soul, take heed. 

Take heed of perjury; thou 'lA on thy deatft-bed. 

Bet. Ay, bat not yet to die. 

0&. YeBtpceaently: 
Therefore confeea thee freely of tl^ dn; 
For to dei^ eaoh wQolfl iritifi oath 
Cannot remore nor choke the atrong conception 
That I do groan withaL Thoa art to die. 

Dtt. Then Lord have mercy on me I 

0th, I say, amen. 

Bet. And have you mercy too I — I never did 
Offend you in my life ; never lov'd Casaio 
Bnt with snch general warranty of heaven 
As I might love; I never gave hirri token. 

Olh. By heaven , I aaw my handkerchief in *a hand. 

0 perj'ur'd woman I thou dost stone my heart, 
And mak'st me call what I intend to do 

A murder, which I thought a sacrifice: 

1 saw the handkerchief. 

Dei, He found it, then; 

I never gave it him: — send for him hither; 
Let him confess a truth. 

Olh. He hatli oonfees'd. 

Dee. What, my lord? 

Oih. That he hath us'd thee. 

Des. How? iiiilawfiilh'7 

OA Ay. 

De». He will not say so. 

Oih. No, his month la atopp'd} 

Honest lago hath ta'en order for't. 

Dw. O, my fear interprets: — what, ia he dead? 

OA. Had all hia hain been livea, my great revenge 
Had stomaoh fbr them alL 
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Dea. Alaa , he is betray'd , and I undone) 

Oth. Out, Btrumpetl weep'st tiiou fat him to £m»? 

Da. 0, banish me, my lord, but kill me nott 

OA, Down, atmmpetl 

Dm. Kill me to-monow; let me lire to-nif^tl 

Otk. Nay, if yea Btrfre, — 

Dea. But half an hoax! 

0&. Being done , there is no pause. 

Des. tBstTrhile Isay oneprayerl 

OA. Itiatoolatfi. [SmoOerah^. 

S^U. [wiOan] My lord, my lordt yrhat, bol my lord, my 
lord! 

Oih. What noise is this? — Not dead? not yet quite dead? 
I that am cruel am yet merciiul; 
I would not have thee linger in thy pain: — 
So, BO. 

Emit, [wi&in] What, ho] my lord, my lordi 

Oft. Who's there? 

RnB. [loAAtn] 0, good lord, I would speak a word 

with you! 

0th. Yes: — 'tis Emilia; — by and by. — She's dead. — 
Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio's death; 
The noise was high. — Hal no more moving? 
Still as the grave. — SbaU she come in? were'tgood? — 
I think she slirs again: — no. — What's beet to do? 
If she come in, shell snre speak to my wife: 
My wifel my wife? what wife? I have no wifb, 
O, ioBupportablel 0 heavy hoorl 
Methinks it should bo now a huge edipse 
Of suu and moon, and that th' antightod ^obe 
Should yawn at alteration. 

Emil. [within] I do beseech you 

That I may apeak with you, 0, good my lord! 

0th. i had forgot thee: 0, come in, Emilia: — 
Soft, — by and by: — let me the cortains draw. — 
Where art thou? . [Opmt&edoor. 
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OIHBLLOi 



ErOer'ExiLU. 
What's the matter with tiiee now? 

EmS. 0, ury good lord, Touder 's fool murder done! 

0th. What, now? 

EmU. But BOW, my lord. 

0&. It is the very error of the moon ; 
She comes more near the eaiih than she was wont, 
And makea men mad. 

EmS. Caado,m7lotd,hattikill'da70nng Venetian 
Call'd Boderigo. 

Otk. Boderigo kill'd I 

And Casuo UU'dl 

EmU, No, Casuo is not kill'd. 

0th. Not GaBsio kill'd I than murder's out of tune, 
And swest revenge grows harsh. 

Des. 0 , falsely, falsely mnrder'd ! 

^il. Alas, what ay is that? 

Oik. Thatl what? 

EmU. Out, and slasi that was n^ lady's Toiee. — 
Helpl help, hoi help 1— Ola^, again t 

Sweet Desdemonal O sweet mistress, speakl 

Des. A guiltless death I die. 

Emrl. 0, who liath done 

This deed? 

Des. Mobody, — I myself. Farewell: 
Commend me to my kind lord; 0, fitrewellt [Dies. 

Olh. Why, how should she he murder'd? 

EmU. Alas, who knows? 

OOt. Yoo heard her say herself , it was not 1. 

Emit She said so : I most needs report tiie troth. 

Oih. She's, Hke a liar, gone to homing hell: 
'Twas I that kill'd her. 

EmU. 0, the more angel she, 

And you the blacker devil! 

0th. She tum'd to folly, and she was a whore. 

Emit. Thou dost belle her, and thou art a devil. 

OA. She was false as water. 
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EmU. Tliou art rash as fire, to aay 

That aha was false: 0, she vra.s heiivenly truel 

Otk. Caasio did tup her; ask thy husband else. 
0, 1 were dsmn'd beneath idl depth in hell, 
But that I did proceed npon just; grounds 
To tiuB fflctremit)r. Thy hosbsnd knew it all. 

Emil. My husband 1 

Oih. Thy huahand. 

ErnU. That she was false to wedlock? 

0th. Ay, with Cassio. Nay, had she been true, 
If heaven would make me such another world 
Of one entire and perfect chi^olite, 
I'd not have sold her for it. 

Emit. My husband ! 

0th. Ay, 'twaa he that told me Snftt 

An honest man he is, and hates the slime 
That sticks on filthy deeds. 

Emil. My husbandl 

0th. What needs this iterance, woman? I say thy hus- 
band. 

£bt2. O miatresa, villany hath made mocks with lore! — 
My husband ai^ tliat she was fitlsel 

Oih. He^womaa; 
I say thy husband; dost understand the word? 
My friend, thy husband, honest, honest lago. 

EVntf. If he say so, may his pernicious soul 
Hot half a grain a dayl he lies to the heart: w*waW 
She was too fond of her most filthy bargain. 

0th, Hal 

EmS. Dotb7woist: 

This deed of thine is no more worthy heareu 

Than thou wast worthy her. 

0th. Peace , you were besL 

Emil. Thou haat not half that power to do me harm 

As I have to be hurt 0 gulll 0 doltl 

As ignorant as dirtl thou hast done a deed — 

I oare not for thy sword; ni make tbee known, 

i 
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OTHEUiO, 



Tbon^Iloatttrraifj lives.— Help! Iielp,hoI help! 
The Moor hath IdU'd my mietressi Mnzderl mnr^l 

Enter Mostako , GaATiAso , and Iioo. 

Mon. What is the matter? — How now, general! 

Emil. 0, are yoa come, lago? you've done well, 
That mea most lay their murders on yoar neck. 

Gra. What is tiie matter? 

Em& DispiOTe&isTillidii,if tftonbe'BtamaQ: 
He says fhoa told'Bt lum that his wife was feUae: 
I know thou didst not, then Vt not such a villain: 
Speak, for my heart is fiill. 

Jaffo. I told him what I thonglit; and told no more 
Than what he found himself was apt and true. 

£Mr. Bat did yoa ever tell him she was false? 

7<^. I did. 

J^iS. You told a lie; an odions, danmid lie; 
Upon my soul , a lie ; a wicked lie : — 
She false with Cassiol — did yon aay with Casaio? 

logo. With Cassio, mistress. Clo to, charm your tongue- 

Emil. I will not charm my tongue; I'm bound to speak; 
My mistress here lies mnider'd in her bed, — 

Mm., Ora. 0 heavens fcofendl 

Emil. And your reports have set the murder on. 

0th. Nay, stare not, masters: it is true, indeed. 

Gra. 'Tis a strange truth. 

Mon. 0 monstrous act I 

Emil. Yillany, villony, villanyl 

I think upon't, — I think, — I amell't; — O villanyl — 
I thought so then ; — IH kiU myself f6r grief: — 
0 villany, villanyl 

Jago. What, are you mad? I charge yon, get yon home. 
Emil. Ghwd gentlemen, let me hare leave to speak: 
Tis proper I obey him , but not now. — 
Perdumce, lago, 1 will ne'er go home. 



Oik. 01 01 01 
Bma. 



Hajf lay fhee down and row} 
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For thoa hast kill'd tbo Brreetest innocent 
That e'er did lift op tye. 

Otk, 0, she was fimll — [Rising. 

I scarce did know yon , uncle : there lies your niece , 
Whoie breath, indeed, t^ese hands hare newly stopp'd: 
I know thiB act ahowa horrible and grim. 

Qra, PoorDeademonE I'm glad thy father's dead: 
Thy mateh vas mortal to him, wad pnre grief 
Shore his old thread in twain: did he lire now, 
Tliia eight would make him do a desperate tnm, 
Yea, ciDBe his better angel from his side , 
And &11 to reprobance. 

0th, Tis pitiful; but yet lago knows 
That she with Cassio hath the act of shame 
A thousand times committed^ Cassio confess'd it: 
And she did gratify iiie amorous works 
With that recognizance and pledge of love 
Which I first gave her; I saw it in luB Iiand: 
It was a handkerchief, an aoticiae token 
My father gave my mother. 

Emil. 0 heaven 1 0 heavenly powers! 

logo. Come, hold your peace. 

Emil. 'Twilloat, 'twill out: —I peaoel 

No, I will speak as liberal as the north: 
Let heaven and men and devils, let them all, 
All, all, ciy shame agidnst me, yet ni speak. 

I<^. Be wise, and get yoa home. 

Emil. I win not 

[logo offers to stab Emilia. 

Qra. Pie! 
Yoor sword npon a woman? 

Emil. 0 thou doll Moor! that handkerchief then speak'st of 
I found by fortune, and did ^ve my httsband; 
For often, with a solemn eamestueaB — 
More than , indeed, belong'd to sach a trifle — 
He begg'd of me to steal 

lego, YillanonB whorel 

7 



98 OIHEUiO, [actt. 

Emit. She f^re It CasEdoI no, alas, I foimd it, 
And I did giTfl't mj Imsband. 

logo. f^th.tliouliestl 

EniU. By heaTen, I do not, I do not, gGntlcmon. — 
U morderous coxcomb 1 what ehould such a fool 
Do with BO good a wife? 

Olh. Are there no stones in heaven 

But what aerre for the thunder? — Precious villaiul 

[Olhello offers to stab lago, but is disarmed by Monfano: 
lago stabs Emilia, and then runs out. 

Ora. The woman &Ub; sure, he hath kill'd his wife. 

SnS. Ay, ay: — 0, 1^ me by my mistress' rade. 

Ora. He's goae, bnt Job vi&'s kill'd. 

Mon. Tis a notorions villain. Take you this weapon, 
Which I have here recover'd from the Moor: 
Come, guard the door without; let him not pass, 
But kill him rather. I'll after that same villtun, 
For 'tis a damned slave. [Eeeunt Montana and Graliano. 

Olh. Z am not ndiant nether, 

Bat evenypimy wh^igter geia my sword: — 
'.?^^nt why shomd hononr outlive honeBfr)r? 
Let it go all. 

Emil. What did thy song bode, lady? 
Hark, caust thou hear me? I will play the swan, 
And die in muBic: — Willow, willow, willow. — [SAtffing. 
Moor, she was chaste; sbe tov'd thee, cruel Moor; 
So come my soul to bliss as I speak true ; 
So speaking as I think, I die, — I die. [Dies. 

0th. I have another weapon in this chamber; 
It is a sword of Sp^, the ice-brook's temper: — 
0, here it is. — Uncle, I must come forth. 

Ora. [unibin] If thoa attempt it, it will cost thee dear: 
Thon hast no weapon, and peribrce must sufi^. 

0th. Look in npon me, then, uid speak with me, 
Or, naked as I am, Z will assaott thee. 

Ora. Whatisthen 
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Olh. Behold, I have a weapoa; 

A better never did itself euetaiu 
Upon a soldier's thigh: I've seen the da^ 
That, with Cbis little ana and this good sword, 
Tve made mj way timmgli more impedimenta 
Than twenfy times your stop: — bnt, 0 vain boast! 
Who can control his fate? 'tis not bo now. — 
Be not a&aid , though yon do see me weapon'd; 
Here is my journey's end, here is my butt, 
And veiy sea-mark of my utmost sail- 
Do you go back diemay'd? 'tis a lost fear; 
Man but a rush against O&ello's breast, 
And he retires: — where should Othello go? — 
Now, how doBt thou look now? 0 ill-starr'd wench! 
Pale as thy amockl when we shall meet at compt, 
This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven , 
And fiends will snatch at it. Cold , cold , my gurl ! 
Even like thy chastity. — 
0 ourafed, cursed slave! — Whip me, ye devils, 
From the posseBsion of this heavenly Bightl 
Blow me about in winds! roast me in s^phurl 
Wash me in eteep-down gulfa of li<taid &e I — 
ODeademonI dead, Desdcononl desdl 01 

£hlerLoDOTioo, Mooxaxo, (jUmi>earTiediaat^air,mA 
OfSoem ufift Hao , pmoner. 
Lod. Where is this rash and most unfortunate man? 
OOt. That's he that was Othello ; — here I am. 
Lod. Where ie that viper? bring the villain forth, 
0th. I look clown towards his feet, — but that's a fable. — 
If that thou bc'at a devii, I cannot kill thee. [Woxmds logo. 
Lod, Wrench hia sword from him. {Othello ia disarmed, 
lago. I bleed, sir; but not kill'd. 

Oih, I am not sorry neither; I'd have thee lire; 
For, in my sense, 'tis happiness to die. 

Lod. 0 thoa Othello, that wert once so good, 
.7* 
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OTHELLO, 



[act V. 



r>^Fall'n in the piiactice of a damned slave, 
;%'hat shall be said to thee? 

Olh. Why, any thing; 

""An honourable mniderer , if yon will; 
For nanght 1 did in bate , but all in honour. 

liod. This wretch hatb part confess'd bis TiUany: 
Did you and he consent in Casslo's death? 
Otk. Ay. 

Cm. Dear general, I never gave yoo caiue. 

OA. I do believe it, and I ask yonr pardon. 
Will yon, I pray, demand that demi-deTil 
Why be bath thus ensnar'd my soid and body? 

iofo. Demand me nothing: what you know, yoa know: 
From this lime forth I never will spea]k word. 

£od. What, not to pray? 
- Gra. Tormenta will ope your lips. 

OOi. Well, tboa dost best 

Lod. Su-, yoa shall understand what bath befoU^, 
Which, as I tbink, yon know not. Here's a letter 
Found in the pocket of the slain Eoderigo ; 
And here another: the one of them imports 
The death of Casdo to be undertook 
ByBodctrigo. 

Otk. Ovillainl 

Cos. Most heathenish and most gross! 

Lod. Now here's another discontented paper , 
Found in bis pocket too ; and this , it seems , 
Goderigo meant t' have sent this damn&d vitlain; 
But that, belike , lago in the interim 
Came in and satisfied him. 

Olh. 0 the pernicious cutiffl — 

How came you, Cassio, by that handkerchief 
That was my wife's? 

Cat. I found it in my chamber: 

And be himself confeea'd but even now 
That there he dropp'd it fin: a special purpose 
Which wtonght to hia dasire. 
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OA. Ofool! fooll fool! 

C<a. There ia beeddeB in Eoderigo's letter, — 
How he npbrmds lago, that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch; whereon it came 
That I was cast: and even hut now he spake, 
After long Beeming dead, — lago hurt him, 
lago Bet him on. 

Lod. You must forsake Hub room, and go with xm: 
Vour power and yoar command is taken off, 
And Cassio rules in Cyprus. For this slave, 
If there be any cunning cruelty 
That can torment him much and hold bim long, 
It shall be his. You shall close priBOner rest, 
Till that the natoie of your &nlt be known 
To the VenetiaD state. — Come, bring away. 

OA. Soft you; a word or two befiwe yon go. 
rve done the state some service, and they bnow^; — 
No more of that — I pray you, in your letters, 
When yoo shall these unlucky deeds relate. 
Speak of me as I am; notluDg extemiate, 
Nor set down aught in maliee: Uiea must yon speak 
Of (me ihat lov'd not wiee^, bot too well; 
Of (me not easily jealous, but, b^g wiooght, 
Ferplex'd In fbe ertreme; of one whose htud, 
Like the base Indian, threw a pearl army 
Bicher than all his tribe; of one whose snbda'd ^es, 
Albeit unused to the melting mood. 
Drop tears as fkst as the Arabian tj^ees 
Their med'cinable gum. Set you down this ; 
And say bcBidea, that in Aleppo once, 
Where a malignant and a tnrban'd Turk 
Beat a Venetian and traduc'd the Btatc , 
I took by the throat the circumcised dog, 
And smote him — thus. [Stabs himself with a dagger, 

Lod. 0 bloody period I 

Gra. AH that's spoke is mair'd. 
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Oil'. I ki.s'u ill.- ' ere I kiil\i thee: no way buttbia, 

{Fidling upon Ueadtmoruu 
Killing myself, fii dio upon a kisa. [Dies, 

Cos. This did I feur , Ijut tliought he had no weapoB} 
For he was great of Iieart. 

Lod. [to lat^o.] 0 Spartan dog, 

More fell than aiigiiisb, hunger, or the aea! 
Jjook on the tragic loading of this bed; 
This ia thy work: — the object poiaons sight; 
Let it be hid. — Gratiano, keep the houae, 
And seize upon the fortunes of tlie Moor, 
For they succeed on you. — To you, lord governor, 
Remains the censure of this hellish villain; 
The time, the place, the torture j — 0, enforce it! 
Myself wOl stxsig^ aboard, and to tlie state 
This Iteavy act with lieavy heart relate. 
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